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SCHEMIN*. 

BY GEORGE C. ORR. 

I'll tell ye how it happens thet 

I'm middlin' well-tcMio; 
For years I worked with plow an' hoc 

Th' same 's th' rest o* you. 
I fowid that ev'ry cent I 'arned — 

(It's th' same as it's always been) 
Wuz needed fer t' keep us goin' 

Till harvest-time ag'in. 
Th* summer boarders didn't pay 

So well's yer led t* think 
When ye read th' funny rustic jokes 

Slicked up with printer's ink. 
They did more damage t' th' place 

A-stompin' round at large 
Than I could stand by raisin' rates, 

Or extrys thet I'd charge. 
So when th' cars cum up this way, 

An' th' advertisin' men 
Were thick as flies a-tackin' signs, 

i hed inspiration then. 
I got enuff of them tin signs 

For shingles on my bam, 
An' a big supply of wooden ones 

Will burn an* keep us warm. 
I built a bill-board a half mile long 

In place of th' roadside fence. 
An' sold th' space t' big concerns 

T' paste advertisements. 
I put flat rocks in th' old stonewall — 

They're easy space t' sell; 
T* th' chaps who cum with paint and brush — 

Each rock is payin' well. 
I built one side of a long hen-house—^ 

A bluff, ye see — an* then 
I sold ev'ry inch thet faced th* road— 

An* I don't keep nary hen. 
I started a correspondence school 
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10 Clever Business Sketches 

On " How t' Run a Farm," 
It's advertised in magazines 

An' workin' like a charm. 
So now *f ye want t* sec a sight. 

Cum down t* my place with me. 
It's a starin', glarin' argyment 

Fer American energy. 
By gum ! they say as a landscape view 

My place 's a tamal hlot, 
An' when they ask if it's permanent, 

Itell'em, "Yes, whynot?" 
But jest th' same I've got a bee 

A-buzzin' like a lark, 
(Th' city guv'ment wants my place 

T' build a suburb park). 
If they decline f pay th' price 

Thet I shall surely set, 
I'll tell 'em — not a gosh-dumed foot 

Of my ole place theyHl get 
Wal, then o' course thcyll sure condemn. 

An' get tli' farm thet way. 
An' thet will lead f what I 'spect 

Th' chaps will hev t* pay. 
They^l figger "unimproved estate" 

In their pesky document. 
Not knowin' my five-acre farm 

Pays 94 per cent 
They'll buy th' place or else they won't — 

I'm durned if I care which. 
In either case I'm pesky sure 

Th' scheme will make me rich. 
Th' only moral I can point 

Is right before yer eyes, 
There's a market fer 'most anything. 

If ye'll only advertise. 
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THE LOST BONDS. 

BY GARDNER LADD PLUMLEY. 

The clock in the dingy office of " Sampson & Co., 
Importers," struck five. It was the time when the 
erect and dignified senior member of the firm, prompt 
to the minute, always slipped the cable of the business 
day. A click of a stick on the floor ; a stiff nod of the 
head to the book-keeper, and Plympton Sampson 
passed into the street. 

The white head of the old book-keeper hung intently 
over the ledger, the trial balance would not prove. 
With a clatter, his pencil fell to the floor. As he 
straightened himself from the hunt for the fleeing pen- 
cil, he heard a slight sound from the inner office. Be- 
hind him hung a small mirror. As he turned to his 
high desk, he saw in the glass the reflection of a man. 
The man in the mirror carefully opened a safe. From 
the saie the man removed a package, and placing this 
in a black valise, carefully shut the iron door. 

If Nathaniel Harris, the book-keeper, noticed that 
Frank Stanley, the junior member of the firm, had 
taken a package from the safe, he at that time attached 
no significance to the occurrence. 

Nathaniel had always watched over Frank with the 
eye of a loving monitor. He had shown the bright- 
faced boy of 14 the difference between the " Dr." and 
" Cr." side of the ledger. As step by step the young 
clerk rose, Natha.Jel was ever a helping friend. If 
he believed that Stanley spent money freely, he con- 
soled himself with the thought that it was honestly 
earned. He, a childless widower, was proud of his 
young friend, proud of his beautiful wife, and wor- 
shiped his little daughter. 

With a quick step, cheerfully swinging his valise, 
Frank Stanley entered the outer office. 

" Now, my dear old friend," said he, laying a firm 
hand on the book-keeper's shoulder, " How many times 
must I tell you that * Sampson & Co.* employ you be- 
tween the hours of nine and five only. You are getting 
along in years, Mr. Harris, and it is your duty to close 
your books and go to your beloved fiddle." . 

fl 
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1 2 Clever Business Sketches 

"You are very kind, Mr. Frank," said Nathaniel, 
" and I appreciate all your courtesy, but when my bal- 
ance is even a little but, the fiddle toses its charm 
<^t until I find the error." 

" And that fiddle reminds me," said the young part- 
ner, " that my wife and your dearest friend, Gertrude, 
wish you to spend the evening with us next Friday. 
Gertie can say Harris now, ,and is very proud of the 
achievement. She puckers her rosebud of a mouth, 
and works her lips; then with a shout, out tumbles 
'Tharris,' So, Mr. Tharris, you are not to forget 
Friday evening at six o'clock." 

Buttoning his becoming overcoat, and whistling a. 
bar from the latest concert-hall melody, the cheery 
young man passed through the door. 

"How fine-looking he is," mused Nathaniel, "and 
how Fortune has showered pleasant things upon him ! 
His wife is a beautiful woman, and Gertrude is a fair- 
haired little goddess. But I am forgetting the musical 
in Tenth street ; I must hasten home to supper." 

That night Nathaniel did not sleep soundly ; he was 
troubled by, a figure in a glass, who softly took a pack- 
age from a safe and placed it in a black valise. " Fool- 
ish old man," he muttered, waking from his disturbed 
slumber for the twentieth time ; " Who has a better 
right to take packages from the safe than Frank 
Stanley?" 

- Friday night came, and, with Stanley carrying the 
violin case, the old man was almost gay. " Look, Mr. 
Frank ! " he said, while they were on the Elevated 
turning the corner at Third street. " See, there is 
Gertie's star, as she calls it! How beautiful the sky- 
is, to be sure ! " 

The dinner was good; the glass of mild old port 
cheered Nathaniel's heart, but not as much as the 
prattle of the busy chatterer at his side. After dinner, 
for the hundredth time, he must tell the story of the 
" frog who would a- wooing go " to the dancing-eyed 
little g^rl. Then the fragrant cigar, while Gertie was 
being put to bed. When the mother came down again, 
Nathaniel must go to say " good-night " to his sleepy 
playmate. Into the dim little room, through the dainty 
blue and white door-hangings, Nathaniel tip-toed 
softly. He knelt at the bedside, while a slumber-heavy 
voice said, " Dear Tharris — ^papa calls you that, and so 
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The Lost Bonds 1 3 

can I — ^Dear Tharris, your Gertie loves you muchly; 
when she gets very big, you will be her prince and wear 
a long, red coat. Kiss me, dear Tharris, I am most 
awful sleepy." And then, the duet from Mozart, and 
the pleasant chat of books. As Nathaniel passed into 
the street, he thanked heaven for these kind friends. 

The time of the last obstinate trial balance had al- 
most faded in Nathaniel's mind. He was mounted on 
his high stool, and did not notice the entrance of the 
senior member of the firm. 

" Harris," he heard, " will you be so kind as to 
follow me into the private office." As Nathaniel en- 
tered the office, he saw a look of fear on Stanley's f ace.. 
A package lay open on Mr. Sampson's desk, and some- 
how this manilla covered parcel seemed familiar to 
Nathaniel. 

" Harris, will you take a seat ? " said Mr. Sampson. 
" Now," he continued, " Harris, before I speak of this 
important matter, I desire to say that the firm has 
every confidence in yon ; the many years of service you 
have given this house has entitled you to our respect." 

Nathaniel had never felt at ease with the head of 
the firm; added to this feeling, he had now a dread of 
the mystery which seemed to hang in the air. 

Mr. Sampson, gazing at the package, continued: 
" Several months ago, Harris, you will remember that 
this package was placed in the safe. You will also 
recollect the entry then made on your books ; a ledger 
entry, placing ten thousand dollars to the credit of 
my stock account. These were negotiable securities, 
and were placed in the private compartment of the 
safe. I clearly recall that they were delivered to me, 
personally, by the messenger of ' Pond & Co.,' who 
l)ought the bonds. I counted these securities, ten one 
thousand dollar bonds, and replaced them in the ma- 
nilla cover. Today I open the package and find — ^look 
for yourself, Harris." 

Mechanically, Nathaniel fingered the package ; noth- 
ing but a copy of an old daily paper. On the cover, 
in the stiff handwriting of Mr. Sampson were the 
words, "Ten One Thousand Dollar Denver City 
School Bonds." It seemed to the book-keeper that he 
could not speak ; Stanley's face became as pale as if 
carved in chalk. At last Nathaniel managed to ask. 
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1 4 Clever Business Sketches 

" You do not suspect anyone in the office, Mr. Samp- 
son? " 

" I cannot say that I suspect anyone/' said Mr. 
Sampson; " but, of course, you should know about this 
matter. The firm, Mr. Harris, will make a rigid, a 
very rigid, investigation; we shall employ the best 
detective talent, and we know that we can count on 
your aid." 

Nathaniel returned to his desk, but he could not see 
the clear entries on his books ; a dim picture floated be- 
tween his eyes and the page. A figure in a looking 
|;lass was taking a package from a safe and placing 
It in a black valise; another fleeting lantern slide pf 
memory showed a little girl in a dainty bed, a faint 
perfume seemed a part of the dissolving view, and he 
heard, " Dear Tharris, I love you muchly." The old 
man waked from his dream, and the ledger page had 
two or three drops of water upon its surface. 

On the follow morning, a clear-eyed, slender mani 
of middle age stood before Nathaniel's window, 
through which he daily transacted business for his 
employers. He did not need to be told that this was 
the dreaded detective. 

An extended conference took place in the inner 
office, and Nathaniel hoped that he would not be com- 
pelled to testify. He could have wept when the stac- 
cato voice of Mr. Sampson requested him to come 
into the room. 

As he entered, he saw that Mr. Stanley was much 
excited. 

" Mr. Sampson," said Stanley, rising from his chair, 
" you must allow me to retire ; the opinions expressed 
before Mr. Harris came in must be my excuse." 

" No sir," said Mr. Sampson, " I cannot allow you 
to leave the room ; the questions which this gentleman 
must ask, must be asked in the presence of lx)th mem- 
bers of the firm." 

" Then, sir," said the young man, " I protest against 
the examination of this upright old servant of the 
house." 

'^ Nevertheless," said the senior partner, " every em- 

Eldye must submit to the fullest interrogation that can 
e given. Be seated, gentlemen; and Mr. Balfour," 
he said, motioning to the detective, "you may pro- 
ceed." 
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Mr. Balfour looked steadily into Nathaniel's face. 
" Mr. Harris," he said, " I must ask you to go back 
in your memory to the evening of November second. 
Ek) you remember an3rthing out of the ordinary about 
that evening?" 

" I remember nothing Whatever about that evening," 
said Nathaniel stoutly. 

" Well," said Mr. Balfour, " perhaps I can assist 
you. On that evening, you played at a musical in 
Tenth street; afterwards, you returned to this office, 
and left here about half past eleven o'clock. Did any- 
thing out of the ordinary fix that day on your mem- 
ory?" 

Nathaniel looked steadily at his questioner; and as 
he looked, the bare walls of the office faded and he 
saw a laughing little face. 

" You do not answer me, Mr. Harris. Do you, or 
do you not, remember the day in question? " 

The old face had a look of horror on it. He did not 
know his own voice as he forced himself to reply. 
" Yes, I remember that night. My trial balance would 
not prove. I returned after the musical and found the 
error. I remember nothing further concerning the 
events of that day." 

" I think, Mr. Harris, that I will question you no 
further," said Mr. Balfour. 

"And I think, Mr. Sampson," said Frank Stanley, 
" that this has been an outrageous proceeding." 

" Mr. Harris," said Mr. Sampson, " may return to 
his books; and Mr. Stanley, I am very sure that you 
will regret the words which you have allowed yourself 
to use." 

The remainder of the day dragged miserably for 
Nathaniel. That the detective and Mr. Sampson con- 
nected him with the disappearance of the bonds was 
terrible; but that was not the worst: Who was the 
guilty one? Could it be the man in the mirror? And 
how to save this man if this were so? There was one 
way. He was an old man; it did not much matter 
how he spent the rest of his days. It was better that 
he should suffer than to have sorrow come to those he 
loved. 

He sat on his high stool long after all had left the 
office ; a rigid statue of sorrow, pride, and brave reso- 
lution. 
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1 6 Clever Business Sketches 

Late that night an old man let himself out irom a 
boarding-house in Second avenue; he carried a large 
valise and a violin case. It was Nathaniel. He wan- 
dered uncertainly for a time, and then disappeared in 
the narrow streets below Washington Square. 

A spruce young book-keeper sat on Nathaniel's high 
stool, and the ledgers showed vertical entries in the 
place of the clear, sloping names that had been Na- 
thaniers pride. 

Mr. Sampson believed that the old book-keeper took 
the bonds, and yet there were certain things that he 
could not understand. 

" Mr. Stanley," said he to his young partner, " Why 
did Harris wait until his theft was discovered before 
he fled? That I cannot understand." 

" Mr. Sampson," replied Frank Stanley, " the old 
man never took the bonds ; he was heart-broken at the 
suspicion cast upon him, and went away to hide his 
grief." 

" I do not agree with you," replied the senior part- 
ner; "men do not commit business suicide for such a 
reason- But the detectives have found out nothing, 
and I must say were singularly careless to let Harris 
escape them ; I shall charge the account as a loss, and, 
if possible, forget the matter." 

On a morning several months after the last entry 
on "Sampson & Co.'s " books had been made with 
Nathaniel's gold pen, Mr. Sampson's private telephone 
bell rang with more than ordinary distinctness. It al- 
most seemed as if the instrument knew that it was 
about to give Mr. Sampson a surprise. 

" Is this Mr. Sampson ? " asked the telephone. 
"This is Pond. Will you look at package, Denver 
City School Bonds delivered on November first? " 

Mr. Sampson was astonished ; the loss of the bonds 
had not been told to anyone outside the office. 

" We have looked," he stated to the telephone. 

"Then," said the instrument, "are they all right?" 

" Hardly," replied Mr. Sampson, " but I will call to 
see you at once about the matter." 

Mr. Sampson was alone when the message came; 
when he returned from his interview with " Pond & 
Co.," Mr. Stanley was in the office. 
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Mr. Sampson, red-faced and agitated, looked for a 
moment at Stanley, as if what he had to say was chok- 
ing him ; then he blurted out, " Stanley, there is an old 
saying that ' an old fool is the biggest fool.' Stanley; 
I am worse than a fool ; I am a miserable old fraud ; 
a h)rpocritical, bald-headed idiot. Do you hear, Stan- 
ley ? That is what I am and a great deal more.** 

Stanley really thought that the dignified senior part- 
ner was insane, but before he could shout for aid, Mr. 
Sampson continued : 

" Here are those pestiferous old bonds ! " And he 
threw the package on the desk of the astonished Sjtan- 
ley, where they promptly continued their work of mis- 
chief by upsetting the inkstand. 

" Yes, sir," shouted Mr. Sampson ; " I was never the 
man to do things by halves, and I confess to you " 

" I hear you," said Stanley, " and I hope that the 
men outside won't think we are fighting." 

" Don't interrupt me," continued the excited man, 
" I say that I confess that I made a mistake, and 
never looked into that package; simply wrote on the 
envelope what I thought it contained. The clerk at 
Pond's — ^he should be discharged — filed the bonds in 
their newspaper reference cabinet; we received the 
newspaper." 

" And poor old Harris ? " gasped Stanley. 

"He must be found, sir," answer Mr. Sampson; 
" he must be found if this firm spends every cent it is 
worth." 

Weeks had passed. " Sampson & Co." had adver- 
tised in every newspaper in the country ; they had em- 
ployed the best detective service ; but Nathaniel Harris 
had tiot been found. 

On a warm evening in April, Frank Stanley was 
with his little daughter in Central Park. Stanley 
watched the dissolving splendors of the western sky, 
while Gertie wheeled her doll back and forth along 
the path. Startled by a cry from his daughter, Stanley 
turned his eyes in her direction. She was running 
after an old man, and as she ran, she called, " Stop, 
Tharris ! Please stop, Tharris ! " 

Leaping to his feet, Stanley joined in the pursuit. 
" Harris ! Harris ! " he shouted, " Mr. Sampson has 
found the bonds 1 " 
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18 Clever Business Sketches 

The flying man stopped, and in a moment CJertie's 
fair hair was close to the white head. 

" Dearest Tharris," sobbed the child, " Why did you 
run?" 

" Because," said the old book-keeper, holding the 
little girl tightly in his arms, and looking at Stanley, 
" because I am an old fool/' 

"And that," said Stanley, "is just what Sampson 
said when he found the bonds." 
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WHEN MY VACATION COMES. 

BY GEORGE C. ORR. 

Monday morning ! Condemn it all. 

Another week begun. 
Six long days of book accountis 

Is far from being fun; 
Six long days on this high stool 

Before a breathing spell; — 
What time is it? Four hours more 

Before the mid-day bell ! 
Well, never mind; I calculate 

I might as well commence, — 
" 50 lbs. of Marguerite 

"@ 67c, 
"15 boxes Buckingham, 

"And ditto Montserrat, 
" 7 tons of pulverized, — " 

Lord ! just look at that ! 
There's Baker's yacht just beating in,— 

Now isn't she a beaut ! 
Those squalls just fairly lay her out; 

But my ! just see her scoot ! 
Just think of weeks of steady loaf 

For Baker and his chums ; — 
I think I'll take a yachting trip 

When my vacation comes. 
Oh, my! Let's see, — ^where was I now? 

Smith's second order-sheet, — 
Now Smith is just as slick a chap ^ 

As you would care to meet, 
But Smith's another lucky mug 

Who doesn't work like sin,— 
Just travels round from town to town 

And turns his orders in ; 
While office men like me, poor cuss. 

Get cramped at slinging ink;— 
Oh well ! rve something else to do 

But loiter here and think. 
•• I J bbls. Tiger Brand,— 

''6 cases Paris Green,— 
•2 tons fertilizing bone, — 

*• 3 bbls. gasoline,—" 
Gasoline: That makes me think 

Of an automobile ride, — 
You hold your steering-wheel like thi% 

With throttle close beside; 
And when you start her up like this, 

She fairly spurns the ground,— 
Oh ! An automobile trip for mine 1 

When vacation comes around. 
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Suffering snakes ! Just ain't it hot, — 

Summer's being felt, 
In just about another month 

I'll wilter down and melt. 
Even now my trousers stick 

Like seven coats of glue, 
When August boils up good and hard - 

I don't know what I'll do. 
Well, this will scarcely get me through 

The work laid out today, 
So, let her go. Smith, once again. 

What else you got to say? 
"20 pails Excelsior 

" @ two dollars thirty-six, — 
" 16 gr. 13 in. Surf Brand 

" Cotton wicks.—" 
Surf ! Now that's unkind, friend Smith ; 

Just fancy plunging through 
The long white breakers six feet high 

That roar and wrench at you! 
Then stretching out on cool white sand, — 

Oh, I'd be happy then ! 
You bet I'll start for some good beach 

When vacation comes again. 
Now here's Miss Keyes, our " typewrite " girl, 

How sweet and cool she looks, 
"Good morning, Miss. Yes, I call it hot, — 

" Too hot for keeping books." 
I wish she'd come up closer than 

The secretary's door, — 
" Yes, almost through, will finish up 

" In just ten minutes more." 
" 15 bolts cotton duck, 

"Sizes 8 and ip, — 
"30 tons Franco-German 

" Super-nitrogen, — ** 
Just look at those blue eyes of hers. 

She's the sweetest little bunch, 
Some day I'll boost my courage up 

And ask her out to lunch ; 
If I could only get a raise 

I'd ask her out for life, ^ 
She'd t^ke no. more dictations if 

She'd only be my wife. 
" All done, Miss Keyes, I've hurried so 

My head just fairly hums ;— " 
I wonder where she plans to go 

When her vacation comes. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE TEAM-WORK OF ADVERTISING. 

"Busy, McCoy?" 

The speaker, Robt. T. Monroe, stands in the half- 
opened door, smiling down upon his erstwhile college 
chum, who sits in the leather-cushioned chair at the 
big rolled-top in the office marked " Private." 

" Come in, Bob," answered McCoy, heartily. 
" Busy ? Well, never too busy to talk with an old 
friend, and, anyway, IVe got the main batch of this 
off, and my mind is pretty easy for a while. How arc 
things going? " 

"Rotten!" 

" What's wrong with you now ? " 

" Oh, it's my advertising," Monroe replied. " I 
don't seem to be able to make it work at all. We've 
tried all kinds, but I can't see any results, or none 
worth speaking of. I sent out a batch of circulars 
about three weeks ago, and another bunch went out 
a month before that, but it didn't amount to a row 
of ripples to a storm-tossed ship." 

" Send out many ? " 

" Many ! I keep the office boy busy at it all the time, 
but I've given it up at last. Unless you can tell me 
something, I've about come to the conclusion that I'll 
have to let this broker business go up the flue, and 
start in something else." 

McCoy leaned forward in his chair, drew from out 
a bottom drawer of his desk a box, passed it up to 
Monroe, and when their cigars were lighted, again 
leaned well back in his chair, rested his feet on the 
desk, and spoke : 

" So you've come around for advice ? I'm afraid 
you won't get much good out of me, because lumber 
and machinery don't just run in the same class, but I 
can tell you how we have made a paying investment 
of the money we put into our publicity fund. Now, in 
the first place, there are the trade journals '• 

" Oh, of course," interrupted Bob, " the papers are 
all right in their way, and I've always had good space 
in them, and they do gjive results, but yet there is some- 
thing more, something to put a man in closer 

touch " 
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" Exactly," interrupted McCoy in his turn, *' there 
is something more, and that's what I am coming to. 
Now, everything about a man's business is to a certain 
extent advertising, especially so are the letters he 
writes. The style of stationery, the letter head, the 
neatness of the stenographer's work, the make-up of 
the letter, all are factors of importance to a marked 
degree. Let your advertising start right from your 
office desk and use lots of brain-oil, not only on the 
big full-page ads, but on the style of lettering on your 
office door, and every little detail. It counts, Bobby 
mine. Now, the trade journals, as you know, make up 
the backbone of the whole system of advertising. The 
man who economizes on this, — well, he may succeed, 
but I am rather of the opinion that the day of miracles 
has passed, as well as the day of the non-advertising 
business man. Trade journal advertising has two ends 
in view, namely, it introduces one to the trade and is 
afterwards a continual reminder. In many lines there 
doubtless are direct results obtained from this manner 
of advertising, but in mine it amounts to but little. It 
is to circular advertising that I attribute what little 
success I may have had." 

Here the office boy entered with a small yellow en- 
velope. Glancing at it a moment, McCoy reached for a 
telegraph blank, wrote the words : " O. K. Order en- 
tered 20 cars conditions ours 19th." 

" I wish you would give me some of your personal 
experience," Bobby said. 

" Right from the stump to the consumer ? Well, it's 
not a long story to tell. In the first place, those trade 
journals were to be considered, and I considered them 
^^'ell. As you remember, I started in with one little 
mill, and I stuck in a photo of some part of that plant 
up in the comer of every ad I sent out. That helped." 
: Bobby nodded. 

'-When the ads were on the way to the papers — for 
I did that the very first thing — I began the study of the 
right kind of stationery, and I got nice material 
throughout, this same dark orange I'm using now, with 
a cut of our specialty on every scrap of paper that left 
the office. Then it was time to get at people through 
the mail. Before the ads appeared twice, I had in the 
mails circulars made by the stenographer on a ma- 
chine, and right here, old man, let me say that I lie- 
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lieve that machine is as essential to my office as my 
typewriter or filing cabinet." 

"We send out printed stuflF/' said Bobby, "and it 
looks so much like typewritten letters that I can't tell 
the difference myself." 

" I guess it's good stuff, all right," answered McCoy, 
" but we have never had any complaint to make with 
the old way, and it certainly has helped. The first 
sheet I sent out was a letter, quoting prices on all 
ordinary sizes, made on our letter head, but with no 
reference to the superiority of our stocks. The prices 
were identical with those made by every mill on the 
coast, but they were run out in the form of a personal 
letter, and the prices were made F. O. B. their rate, and 
whereas many lists would be little more than glanced 
at, in many cases I know that our letter lists were kept 
convenient for reference. Then I argued that these 
letters would tempt them to refer to other quotations 
they might have, and while I felt sure the prices would 
practically be the same, still this caused them to give 
our list particular attention, and impress upon them 
the name of the Big Bend Lumber & Shingle Co. And 
that helped some." 

Bobby nodded. 

"After these list-letters had been out about two 
weeks, I sent out a batch of return postals, asking 
them if they had received our letter of the date shown 
on the circular, and asking them to kindly let us know 
if they were in need of anything, and two or three 
other questions. On the card that was to be returned 
to us, I asked several questions, leaving blanks for the 
reply, questions as to whether they needed any of this, 
or any of that, or when they would need any stocks, 
and so on. Well, the replies came fast enough from 
these, and from the two different batches we received 
25 per cent, replies, including, of course, the return 
postals, the other 75 per cent, went " 

And McCoy finished the sentence by flicking the 
ashes from his cigar in the wire-woven basket beneath 
his desk. After a pause, he continued : 

" On a large per cent, of the cards we did receive, the 
answers to our questions were negatives throughout, 
but we answered them all with a personal letter, in- 
closing our circular lists, calling special attention to 
any stocks that they may have specified as being inter- 
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ested in on the return cards. Now, I am quoting you 
figures, facts, Bobby, and I am not giving you any 
* How-to-win-success ' talk. From eight per cent, of 
the cards we sent out, we received orders, and inside 
of three months after I first sent out my ads to the 
trade journal, I had to hustle out and find a couplq 
more mills to cut exclusively for us, and then I had 
more orders than I could well handle. That is the way 
I got my first good, healthy start. Of course, my space 
in the trade journals had been seen, the name of my 
firm was not unknown to any of them, but that final 
postal card was what landed the direct results, started 
the regular correspondence, and among my very best 
customers today are those I met through the medium 
of the two-cent card. From the lists sent out I don't 
believe I received a single inquiry, and it was not until 
I had personally answered the postals that the genuine 
results began to show, but after that it was easy sail- 
ing, and so from a little 20 M capacity saw mill, with 
one little upright shingle saw, which I bought from a 
man who was on the point of traveling up the briny 
riverlet, I have gradually grown " 

" Into one of the largest saw mill companies in this 
Great Northwest." 

" Thank you," answered McCoy, as he turned to an- 
swer the phone. 
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THE AUTOMATIC GENERAL MANAGER. 

BY HENRY M. HYDE, 

Author of " The Upstart." 

PREsn)ENT JosiAH T. BARKER, of the Barker Wagon 
Works, Highland Park, 111., stepped inside the glass 
partition which cut off the executive offices of his com- 
pany from the rest of the plant, and shut the door be- 
hind him. One side of President Barker's red mus- 
tache pointed up ; the other down ; both were rough and 
rumpled. His heavy mop of red hair was in disorder. 
He threw his hat on to the long directors' table, drew 
up a chair beside it and beckoned mysteriously to young 
Brooks, the vice-president of the company. While 
Brooks was walking over to join him, President Barker 
tapped nervously on the polished surface of the table 
with the edge of his eye-glasses. 

" It's all ready," said President Barker in a low tone, 
as Brooks drew up a chair beside him. 

" You mean the — uh " 

"Yes; the Automatic General Manager," said the 
president. 

Brooks avoided the shifting gray eye of President 
Barker. He looked diagonally down at the table top, 
under lowered eyelids, and he spoke in a voice half- 
resigned and half-sullen. In his heart he regarded the 
Automatic General Manager as the height, of absurd- 
ity. But he knew that President Barker was deter- 
mined on giving it a trial and he realized the uselessness 
of further opposition. 

" All right, sir," he said. 

" I go to New York tonight," went on Barker. 
" Monday I sail for the West Indies. After that I'll 
be out of reach of everybody for two weeks. Monday 
I want you to go down and carry out the orders of the 
Automatic General Manager. I expect some of them 
will surprise you." 

" I hope you ain't going to " began Brooks dog- 
gedly, but the president interrupted him. 

" Now look here. Brooks," said Barker, " I want you 
to look at the Automatic General Manager in the right 
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way. I thought by this time you appreciated what I 
am trying to do." 

President Barker was plainly provoked. He ran one 
hand through his hair. With the other he beat his eye- 
glasses against the table top in an emphatic tattoo. 
He cursed the dense stupidity of everybody in general 
and of his own subordinates in particular. 

" Brooks," Barker went on, " once we get the Auto- 
matic General Manager working properly, it'll make it 
easier to manage this big factory than it is to run a 
country store in the old-fashioned way. Good Lord, 
man ! it's the greatest thing we ever got up." 

" Yes, I know," answered young Brooks, submiss- 
ively. He had listened to it all before. 

" I want the orders of the Automatic General Man- 
ager carried out to the letter — ^to the very letter. Some 
people will be surprised, of course, at its orders. If I 
was within reaching distance they would appeal to me. 
That's why I want to be out of reach of a telegram. It 
hits some people that are high up in our organization 
and hits them hard, too. It has ordered some people 
discharged; it boosts some salaries and cuts others. 
I'd hesitate myself to issue some of its orders. But 
think. Brooks, the Automatic General Manager will 
do away forever with favoritism; it hasn't got any 
prejudices ; it can't make any errors of judgment. It's 
purely mechanical and automatic. Therefore it can't 
make a mistake. I shan't interfere with it at all and I 
won't let anybody else. It puts business, for the first 
time, on a purely business basis." 

" All right ! All right ! " said young Brooks, hope- 
lessly. 

" I went down myself this afternoon and attended 
to the Automatic General Manager," said the presi- 
dent, "because I wanted you to feel sure that there 
were no clerical errors made in fixing it up. You can 
carry out its orders just as you find them without hesi- 
tation. They are absolutely correct. But hereafter 
none of the officers will have to bother with it at all. 
Next month my secretary can go down with the reports 
from the departments and the Table of Minimum Per- 
centage of Efficiency and fix it up just as well as I can. 
Perhaps we had better appoint a private secretary to 
the Automatic General Manager — ^but that can wait 
until I get back." 
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" Hadn't we better go down and look it over to- 
gether ? ** pleaded young Brooks, who saw that argu- 
ment was useless. 

" No, sir. I don't want you to go near it until Mon- 
day. By that time I'll be out of reach. I want the 
demonstration of the success of the Automatic Gen- 
eral Manager to be as complete as possible. I want 
to show that it works as well in my absence as when 
I'm here. Do you understand ? " 

" All right," answered the vice-president. I'll carry 
out its orders if they take the roof off the factory." 

"That's exactly what I want," said President 
Barker. " I want you to carry out its orders, if it's 
the last thing you do. I'm going home now to pack 
up." 

• President Barker was a most unusual man and he 
was proud of the distinction. Over his desk hung a 
framed motto: "If you want to achieve vmusual suc- 
cess, you must adopt unusual methods " ; and he had 
acted on it in every step of his business career. He 
tried to do everything differently from other people. 

Ten years before he had started the Barker Wagon 
Works with a capital of $6,000 and a head of steam 
w^hich would have burst a locomotive boiler. Now he 
was at the head of a great business with a paid-up 
capital of $3,000,000. He owned a majority of stock 
in the company and absolutely controlled it. But the 
fact that he was a millionaire with more than a million- 
aire's income did not satisfy him. He yearned for 
some considerable measure of personal fame and dis- 
tinction. Four year^ ago he attended a meeting of the 
National Manufacturers' Association and there he 
learned that manufacturing millionaires are almost as 
plentiful in the business world as fleas on a dog. 
There was nothing unusual or distinctive about his po- 
sition. 

One day he read the head-line of a magazine adver- 
tisement : " Make Your Business Automatic ! " The 
idea pleased him. He set about carrying it out in 
the conduct of his own great business. 

He studied books on business system. He adopted 
all sorts of mechanical and automatic aids in business. 
Gradually he began to see the possibility of making 
himself personally famous as the foremost exponent of 
system in business. 
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Cromwell had come tramping down through history 
as " Old Ironsides." Josiah T. Barker should be 
known to future generations of business men as " Old 
System." 

His first year's work in the direction of winning a 
historic nickname was comparatively simple. He 
bought card index filing cases ; he introduced loose-leaf 
ledgers to his book-keepers ; he put in time stamps and 
time recorders; he devised a system of red and blue 
cards which followed every job of work through the 
factory from the raw stock bins to the inspection room, 
and came out at the end in the form of a condensed 
but complete history of every operation and complete 
record of every minute of time spent on its produc- 
tion. 

He invented a machine which took letters from the 
typewriter, folded them, inserted them in the ad- 
dressed envelopes, sealed them up, licked the postage 
stamps, pasted them on, and finally dropped the com- 
pleted letters into the mail chutes. That machine 
showed almost human intelligence and President 
Barker was accustomed to say with a grim smile, he 
supposed it was too much to expect the operators who 
wrote the letters to do the same. 

So far it should, in fairness, be noted that system 
did its perfect \york. It saved time and money, sim- 
plified the transaction of business and did everything 
that the warmest advocate of system in business 
claimed for it. 

But " Old System " was by no means satisfied to 
stop there. Not he ! He next fell upon the push but- 
ton idea and disciovered that it held tremendous possi- 
bilities. 

Now a push button or two on a man's desk are 
doubtless excusable. Their presence may be due to 
an ingenious desire to indicate the importance of their 
owner to the casual caller; they may even be legiti- 
mate aids in the expedition of business. But President 
Barker soon had a whole organ keyboard of push 
buttons running across the front of his desk. The 
upper row was given up to buttons connecting with the 
various departments in the factory. There was one 
for the assistant general manager and another for the 
man who striped the wagon wheels ; there was a button 
to stop the engines ; to turn in a fire alarm ; to blow the 
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factory whistle ; to summon his automobile ; to order a 
drink of water. There were so many buttons that 
sometimes " Old System " got mixed up on them and 
pushed the button which ordered all the windows in the 
factory thrown open when all he wanted was a 
stenographer. 

This was well enough, but it did not march with 
President Barker's ambition to be known only as " the 
Push Button Man." And, after all, there were evi- 
dently limits to the development along that line. 

Finally there came to him, as he lay tossing on his 
bed one night — ^he always regarded it as an inspiration 
— ^the great of idea of his Automatic General Man- 
ager. Here was an entirely new and original discov- 
ery in the line of business system. It took him months 
to study it all out. Then, with great secrecy, he had 
the first Automatic General Manager made, and now 
he was ready to give it its first real trial. 

He had not found Vice-President Brooks and the 
other officers of his company enthusiastic over the Au- 
tomatic General Manager, but that only made him 
more determined to demonstrate the wonderful possi- 
bilities of the idea. 

As was perfectly fitting and proper, the Automatic 
General Manager had a room all to itself. This room 
was kept locked, one key being in the possession of 
President Barker and the other on the key ring of 
Vice-President Brooks, so there was no chance that im- 
pious hands should desecrate its mysteries. 

The Automatic General Manager consisted, in the 
first place, of a large framed board, which hung against 
the wall. Down the left-hand column of this board 
were painted in column-file the names of all the de- 
partments in the Barker Wagon Works. After each 
name, in a column to the right, was a little pocket, 
built into the wood. Made just of a size to fit into 
these pockets were a lot of small wooden paddles, 
painted, as to their upper and projecting part, in vari- 
ous brilliant colors. There were red paddles, black 
paddles, yellow paddles and paddles of a dozen dif- 
ferent colors. And the colors on the paddles were the 
life blood of the Automatic General Manager. 

From each department in the factory President 
Barker required a regular and detailed monthly re- 
port, showing its efficiency under half a dozen different 
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heads, each worked out in decimals on the scale of a 
hundred, which represented perfection. 

He had also had prepared, with great care, a Table 
of Minimum Percentage of Efficiency. That table was 
the brains of the Automatic General Manager. It 
showed the lowest percentage to which each depart- 
ment could drop and still do its work without serious 
menace to the business. 

Suppose now that its private secretary is about to 
fix up the Automatic General Manager for a new 
month. Beginning with the advertising department, 
which stands at the head of the first column to the left 
on the Automatic General Manager, he figures out, 
from its monthly report, its average percentage of 
efficiency for the preceding month. Suppose that per- 
centage to be 60. He then refers to the Table of Min- 
imum Percentage of Efficiency, which shows that the 
advertising department must maintain a percentage of 
65, if it is to do its work satisfactorily. 

Nothing remains then but to slip a bright red paddjie 
into the little pocket after the name of the advertising 
department in the second column of the Automatic 
General Manager. Red is the color of fire. That is 
what the Automatic General Manager wanted done to 
the head of the advertising department. Nothing could 
be simpler. 

Suppose, on the other hand, the figures showed that 
the advertising department was doing splendid work 
and that its head deserved a raise in salary. Then he 
slipped a bright yellow paddle into the pocket. Yellow 
is the color equally of the rising sun and of the rising 
salary. The thing was as good as done. 

If, according to the percentages, things were going 
fairly well in the advertising department a pure white 
paddle told the whole story. A black paddle indicated 
that the department was in bad shape — in mourning, 
so to speak. And so on. There were paddles of a dozen 
different colors. Each indicated a different conditipn 
and ordered a different action in the premises. 

It was Saturday afternoon when President Barker 
got through fixing up the Automatic General Manager 
for the first time and turned the carrying out of its 
orders over to Vice-President Brooks. At 6 o'clock 
that evening Barker boarded a train for New York, 
just as Brooks left the factory for home, heavy with 
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the weight of what was going to happen on the com- 
ing Monday. 

On Sunday morning the head janitor started a big 
force of scrub women through the factory to give the 
plant its regular fortnightly cleaning. There were, as 
has been said, but two keys to the room occupied by 
the Automatic General Manager, but, of course, the 
head janitor had a pass key which opened ever3rthing 
in the building, excepting the vaults. 

Presently he unlocked the door of the room which 
sheltered the Automatic General Manager and bade 
Mrs. O'Brien and Mrs. Oleson go in and scrub the 
floor and wash the woodwork. They went, armed 
with scrubbing brushes and long-handled mops. Mrs. 
Oleson, swinging her mop vigorously, struck the Au- 
tomatic General Manager a hard blow with the free 
end of its handle and knocked the hope of future gen- 
erations of business men from the nail on which it 
hung. Down to the floor on its head fell the Auto- 
matic General Manager and every one of the many 
colored paddles dropped out of its pocket. 

Mrs. Oleson screamed and Mrs. O'Brien looked 
up from her knees with a sniff of scorn. 

" You're's clumsy as a three-horse coal wagon, Mrs. 
Oleson," said Mrs. O'Brien. " You'd betther be afther 
pickin' up the pieces bayfore Morgan gits back here." 

Morgan was the head janitor. 

Mrs. Oleson leaned the Automatic General Manager 
up against the wall and picked up- an apron full of the 
painted paddles. 

" I wonder where these little wooden pegs goes ? " 
she asked, holding up one of the precious paddles. 

" In thim little holes, you ijut," declared Mrs. 
O'Brien. " An' th' quicker, th' betther for you." 

So with no Table of Minimum Percentage of Ef- 
ficiency to guide her and with nothing but the fear 
of the head janitor before her eyes, Mrs. Oleson, 
scrub-lady, rearranged the sacred wooden paddles of 
the Automatic General Manager as best pleased the 
wicked little gods of Chance and Despite. Then she 
htmg up the whole apparatus on its nail against the 
wall. Presently the scrubbing of the floor and the 
other work was completed, the head janitor locked 
again the door of the room of the Automatic General 
Manager and the deep peace of the Sabbath evening 
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brooded over the great plant of the Barker Wagon 
Works. 

* * * :► * * * :Jc 

On the Monday morning following Vice-President 
Brooks came out to the factory nerved up to the point 
of desperation. 

" ril get through with it as quickly as I can," he 
said to himself. " I won't be able to do anything else, 
anyhow, until it is off my mind." 

With fear in his heart, he unlocked the room of the 
Automatic General Manager and stepped in. He 
glanced up at the board and there before his own 
name, as vice-president, stood one of the fatal red 
paddles ! 

So that was why Persident Barker had fled to the 
West Indies after declaring that he, personally, would 
not have issued some of the orders of the Automatic 
General Manager? He, Brooks, was to lose his posi- 
tion, eh? Perhaps Barker thought that after seeing 
the notice of his own dismissal he would not carry 
out the rest of the orders. Huh! He'd show the 
cowardly president that he was not that sort of a man. 
He looked the board over more carefully and took 
a certain savage pleasure in observing that half the 
most important men in the business had the same 
bright red paddles after their names. 

Barker must be crazy. He must be trying to ruin 
the business? Very well. It was his business. 

Very carefully Brooks copied off all the orders of 
the Automatic General Manager, as indicated by the 
fateful paddles. Then he went upstairs and savagely 
dictated notes dismissing from the service of the com- 
pany the treasurer, a man of ten years' service; the 
secretary, who had worked his way up from office 
boy, and the general superintendent, who had invented 
most of the devices on which the success of the busi- 
ness was based. With equal grimness he sent orders 
to the paymaster to raise the salaries of half a dozen 
incompetents, before whose names, with the unwit- 
ting assistance of Mrs. Oleson, the Automatic General 
Manager had placed bright yellow paddles. 

Within an hour chaos reigned supreme throughout 
the plant of the Barker Wagon Company. The treas- 
urer, the secretary and the rest demanded savagely 
th^ cause of their unexpected dismissal. 
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"Orders of the old man's damned infernal ma- 
chine," answered Brooks. " Fm with you." 

Ten minutes before noon Vice-President Brooks 
keeled over sideways from his chair and fell to the 
floor. He was taken home in an ambulance and the 
doctor said he had brain fever. 

Meanwhile telegrams to President Barker in New 
York were burning up the wires. The manager of 
the New York office jumped into a cab and drove like 
mad to the dock of the steamship line on which 
Barker had engaged passage. In the wisdom of Provi- 
dence the sailing of that Monday morning boat had 
been delayed, pending the arrival of some late freight. 

The breathless manager found President Barker 
leaning idly against the rail of the steamer and 
handed him a message. He frowned, took the yellow 
envelope and tore it open. 

" Barker : Brooks seized with brain fever. Rest of 
us fired. Have turned business over to the office 
boy." 

It was signed by the secretary, the treasurer and 
the general superintendent. 

President Barker caught a fast train back to the 
factory. One of his first pleasures, after hearing how 
the ground lay, was to interview the Automatic Gen- 
eral Manager with an ax. 

This is the story of how he won — ^though much 
against his will — ^the historic nickname of " Old 
System." 
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HOW SANDERSON WON. 
the Story of a Drummer who had no Magnetism, 

BY J. GEORGE FREDERICK. 

*' Oh^ Fm late this morning," said the carefully 
groomed and brusque vice-president to his secretary, 
as he entered the polished mahogany fitted office which 
he shared with the president of the concern. 

" Mr. Sanderson has been in twice for an inter- 
view," remarked the black-sleeved secretary from her 
immaculate and shining desk. 

" Mr. Sanderson ? " repeated the vice-president, 
vaguely, — '' not our Mr. Sanderson, from the account- 
ing " 

At this point a bell rang in the adjacent room, and 
the secretary came in a few minutes later with Sander- 
son himself. 

He was a curious figure. There seemed to be no 
plan or symmetry at all in his physique, yet he left an 
impression of sinewy strength. His head was oddly 
shaped, and there was on it a very meager covering 
of hair, short and crisp as a negro's. His nose was 
somewhat long and thin, his eyes small and intense 
and his mouth as horizontal as a drawn line. His ex- 
pression seemed to be surly, stubborn and uninviting, 

" Good momii^," said the vice-president with ab- 
sent-minded cordiality, as he swung open his desk and 
sat down ; " what can I do for you, Mr. Sanderson ? " 

At the same time he reached for a memorandum 
book which, though Sanderson did not know it, con- 
tained the merits and demerits of every man in the 
employ of the house. He turned to " S " and found 
that the very last memorandum under Sanderson's 
name was a complaint from the chief of the book- 
keeping department that he was " arbitrary and mul- 
ish and unsatisfactory." 

" I came in, Mr. Wade," said Sanderson in a firm 
and unemotional tone, "to find out how you would 
regard my ambition to go on the road. I am quite de- 
termined upon the matter, and know I can succeed." 

" So that's the way you feel, is it? " said the vice- 
34 
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president, meditatively, as he glanced over the rest of 
the man's record — ^all of which was somewhat uncom- 
plimentary. Then he looked up and studied the yoimg 
man — he was probably nearly 30 — ^with a keen eye. 
He noted the hard lines of the face, the uncompro- 
mising set of the jaws, the ungenial, impatient snap of 
his eye; and then he glanced momentarily down the 
man's front and took m his ill-fitting clothes and the 
general unattractive quality of his presence. 

" I have been with the house over four years as a 
book-keeper," continued Sanderson in the same hard, 
dry voice, " and Fll have to own that I haven't proven 
anything better than the average — ^no doubt the chief 
thinks worse." A somewhat cynical smile played 
about his mouth. 

Z^What makes you think that you'll do any better 
as a salesman ? " asked the vice-president, pointedly. 

Sanderson winced slightly, but an unflinching light 
appeared in his eyes. " Because I know the business 
like a book," was his steady reply ; " and .when I 
know a thing through and through, and have the grip 
on the argument, there isn't a man bom who can floor 
me." 

The vice-president could not restrain a smile. 
" Where did you get the impression that selling goods 
was a rough and tumble scrap with the customer ? " 

'JThe lines of Sanderson's face set still more firmly. 
" I have not got that idea," he replied, so vigorously 
that he seemed ruffled in temper ; " I simply mean that 
I can prove to any merchant by cold facts that he can 
better himself by dealing with this house, and chal- 
lenge him to prove differently." The gray eyes 
snapped and lent a disagreeably defiant aspect to his 
face, at which the vice-president flinched. He was 
plainly somewhat repulsed by the man, and not at all 
mclined to put him on the road. 

" Well, as it is necessary to be very frank with you," 
replied the vice-president, reflecting somewhat in his 
tone the harsh, cold-bloodedness of the man's person- 
ality, " I might as well say at once that you lack a very 
great essential of salesmanship — ^personal magnetism. 
You would probably be the first to agree with me that 
you have little suavity of manner or— er — ^that genial 
presence which puts a customer into a friendly and 
respotisiVe mood." 
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The young man's brows lowered forbiddingly and 
his lips curved into a smile that was almost a sneer. 
"Are you selling personal magnetism or shoes?" he^ 
asked forcibly and fearlessly. 

" It is hardly necessary to put it that way," re- 
plied the vice-president coldly. 

" I don't see into the theory of personal magnetism 
in salesmen at all," continued Sanderson, bluntly. 
" Merchants are not in the market for that kind of 
thing. What they want is business straight from the 
shoulder." 

" Nevertheless, young man, ' that kind of thing * 
as you call it is responsible for nearly all of our busi- 
ness, and our men hold the trade by it, and not by 
such acrobatic ideas you have about salesmanship." 

" Yes," replied Sanderson, still with the half-sug- 
gestion of a sneer on his face, and an incisively firm 
voice, " and if your force should take it into their 
heads tomorrow to hold you up for twice their salary, 
or anytliing they'd agree upon, where would your 
precious trade be ? " 

The vice-president winced with the force of the 
truth. Just a few days before, the officers of the com- 
pany had frowned at the salary list of the sales force 
and its alarmingly liberal expense accounts, and dis- 
cussed the matter of their helplessness. 

" You are at the mercy of your salesmen," continued 
Sanderson, with relentless directness, " because your 
business is continued for personal reasons. Now, if 
your trade had a solidly backed conviction about the 
advantages of yours over other houses, your most oily- 
haired, perfumed and electricity-charged salesman 
couldn't get him to cut oflF. Now, Mr. Wade, I know 
I can make good if you give me a chance at the trade. 
I used to sell hats before I came here, but I got dis- 
couraged because I believed I had no * presence,' and 
because I wasn't allowed a chance at good business on 
account of my lamentable deficiency. But I've been 
studying and thinking over this " 

" I'm afraid, Mr. Sanderson," interrupted the vice- 
president, " that we couldn't give you the chance )^^'re 
seeking, and it would hardly be worth wfeile discuss- 
ing; it further. However, I shall take it up with the 
oihier officers, and if you will come in after a few davj^^ 
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we will give you a final decision." And he turned to 
his desk with dismissal in his manner. 

When the case was laid before the president, he 
squmted at a picture of his mill over his desk, and 
then said, with a shrewd smile : " Why not let him 
go out on the road? He*s evidently of not much ac- 
count as a book-keeper, and this will give us an excel- 
lent chance to let him fire himself automatically." 

SANDERSON BECOMES A SALESMAN. 

Sanderson was therefore informed, much to his sur- 
prise, that he had been added to the sales force, and 
was assigned territory. He started out with consid- 
erable misgiving, despite his vaunted self confidence. 
He felt that a very ordinary success would not justify 
him, and a failure would humiliate him. There was 
little to do but demonstrate convictions by results. 

He therefore set to work dilligently, studying every 
aspect of the business. He visited the factories, and 
made a very complete analysis of the manufacture of 
the firm's product, spent some days in a minute com- 
parison with other makes, and in studying the general 
conditions of the trade, particularly in his territory. 
He had every detail in his note book at the end of his 
labors, but he also had it in his head. He was him- 
self firmly convinced of the superiority of his goods, 
and then he made another investigation from the 
standpoint of the merchant, carefully analyzing every 
point of resistance. This, together with carefully 
figured cost argument, showing proof as to the lower 
cost of the firm's goods as compared in quality with 
others, formed what he considered the necessary am- 
munition to get the business he was after. Then he 
began to work upon his territory. 

Several of the buyers and merchants wasted very 
little time upon him. They surveyed him with some 
surprise that he should represent a house so well 
known — ^their eyes going from his unattractive and 
cold face to his odd and angular figure back to those 
calculating and uncompromising eyes, which seemed 
able to pierce through anything; and they dismissed 
him very peremptorily in the brusque tone and man- 
ner that Sanderson had seemed to use to them; 

But, though they were more than ordinarily impa- 
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tient and brief, Sanderson had not the slightest qualm 
about the personal impression he was making. He 
passed serenely on to his next man, and took things 
as they came. When he found a chance to talk to 
a man he settled down to the task of convincing him 
with a business air which utterly dissipated anything 
personal. He was courteous, but his talk was swiftly 
ta the point, delivered without a smile in a clear-cut, 
firm voice ; and his words, backed by his facts and his 
conviction and his logic, quickly demonstrated their 
own value. 

He worked thus for a number of weeks, meeting 
coldness in many places, a tentative ear in others, and 
credence in a few. But he worked on carefully, quite 
willing to leave if a man were not ready to talk busi- 
ness, and avoiding altogether the waste of either his 
own or the merchant's time by telling yarns or jokes or 
even small talk. He let it be distinctly understood 
that his time was quite as valuable as that of the per- 
son he was interviewing, and that he was employed to 
sell, not to entertain. 

Within two months' time he had made a very cred- 
itable showing, and on comparing it with another sales- 
man's first two months' experience, he felt quite well 
satisfied. 

" The house is usually very well satisfied with a be- 
ginner if he sells that amount," was his fellow-sales- 
man's comment ; " I only sold about two-thirds of that 
myself, and the firm expressed satisfaction." 

Sanderson was about to start out from his office 
quite well satisfied, therefore, when he was called to 
the vice-president's office. 

" Well, you've had two months of it," said the vice- 
president, with a smile, " and I suppose you are ready 
to acknowledge that it isn't what you supposed ? " 

" Why do you say that ? " asked Sanderson, quickly. 
" If you mean whether I have found my ideas of 
salesmanship correct, I can reply withn most emphatic 
yes. I have not one reason to believe that I have 
been mistaken. Do not the results indicate that they 
are at least as good as any other salesman's ideas ? " 

The vice-president frowned a trifle at the cool as- 
sumption. He knew the figures for Sanderson's work, 
but, not being a man of very broad mental caliber, 
they were not large enough above the general Average 
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to vindicate Sanderson's ideas to him, since he had 
contracted a slight prejudice for them through the 
young man's imcomfortably keen logic and rather de- 
nant demeanor. 

" I think not," he replied, coldly ; " in fact, we think 
that they demonstrate quite sufficiently that they are 
not feasible, and that you can't succeed with us." 

" Do you mean that I am invited to sever my con- 
nection ? " asked Sanderson, with incisive bluntness. 

The vice-president smiled blandly. " Of course," 
he said, " we want to be entirely fair with you, but as 
you have proved that your ideas have met with but the 
most ordinary success, and as they are against all our 
precedents and ideas, you must see that it would not 
be sound business to retain you." 

Sanderson stood as still as a statue. " I suppose," 
he said, '* that I shall have my customary two weeks' 
notice?" 

" Certainly," replied, the vice-president. 

" Thank you," replied Sanderson ; " I should like to 
know if you would extend it to a month if I tell you 
that I have covered quite a considerable field, and 
expect to reap much of the harvest in that time from 
what I have sown." 

Wade toyed with his paper knife, uncertainly. " Do 
you feel that you can make it worth while, Mr. San- 
derson?" 

Sanderson sifddenly turned around, seized a chair, 
and drew up to the vice-president's desk. Taking out 
his note book, and drawing a sheet of paper toward 
him, he said: "Pardon me, Mr. Wade, but I should 
like to show you a few figures which I gathered just 
today for my own satisfaction. Here you will find the 
sales of five of your staff for the first two months of 
their connection here — only one of them is quite up 
to my figures. And here you will find a closely fig- 
ured estimate on what it costs to get business, which 
I prepared when I was a book-keeper. By these 
figures you will see that even if I don't increase a 
penny's worth in the next month I am still leaving you 
a two per cent, margin. Considering this fact, I 
should like very much that you consider giving me a 
month's time to make a showing, and then judge me 
on that basis." 
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SANDERSON GETS ANOTHER CHANCE. 

The vice-president figured the sheet for several mo- 
ments in silence. He was little inclined to grant the 
request, but he could see none but an arbitrary reason 
to refuse it. " Very well," he replied slowly, " stay at 
it a month, and unless you can double your record, we 
shall not consider that you have demonstrated any- 
thing.*' 

" Thank you," replied Sanderson, with perfect satis- 
faction. 

He went to work upon this with great earnestness. 
He had by this time paid a first call upon every man in 
his territory, and had seen the most important of them 
twice. He had steadily gained the ear of even the 
most indiflPerent, and had interested many of them and 
set them to thinking over his facts and comparisons. 

The buyer who had so peremptorily dismissed him 
on his first call listened on the third call to what San- 
derson had to say. When he had finished, he said : 
" You've got a pretty solid story, young man, and Fll 
have to think it over. Will you mind copying those 
figures for me to think over at my leisure ? " When 
he called again, the buyer handed him an order for a 
comparatively small amount. "I'm going to follow 
your suggestion to place a trial order and test the truth 
of your argument and figures, for I think your sam- 
ples uphold you. And let me tell you that if your 
figures come out straight in the wash, you're pretty 
likely to get the bulk of our business." He said it as 
if he considered it a very big favor. 

Sanderson nodded gravely without any personal 
feeling whatever. He considered the favor quite 
equally divided. 

He covered a very unusual amount of ground dur- 
ing the next few weeks — ^more than his fellow-sales- 
men covered, by considerable. If a man was not ready 
to talk business, he lost very few minutes, nor did he 
linger when his business had been accomplished, to 
swap stories or discuss public affairs. The ordinary 
courtesies, crisply spoken, sufficed for him. 

At first the sheer contrast he made to the prevalent 
type of salesman made him seem boorish and almost 
unpleasantly curt ; but as his acquaintance progressed, 
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business men found him exceedingly satisfactory to 
deal with — rigidly fair, plain-spoken, and his promise 
absolutely trustworthy. 

And as his arguments were tangible fact and figure 
and definite statement, amply proved, they did not dis- 
solve in the mind, but stood out firm as crystal. The 
impression they left grew into conviction when fol- 
lowed up by Sanderson in his persistent and aggres- 
sive way; and the result was that he succeeded even 
more than he had conservatively hoped. In fact, busi- 
ness came in so well, that when the large department 
store buyer who had made a test purchase at his sug- 
gestion, finally decided to lay in a very large stock, the 
vice-president took up the matter with the wiry and 
shrewd old president of the concern. He told him of 
the young salesman's theories, smiling at them as if 
he had no doubt that the president would readily 
acquiesce in his view of their freakishness. 

But the old man once more screwed his eyes until 
the crow- feet on his temples seemed to roll up, and 
pondered thoughtfully for some moments. Then he 
surprised the vice-president by pounding his fist on the 
desk. 

" The young fellow is more than half right ! " he 
exclaimed ; " and when he comes again, I want to talk 
to him. How does he go at it ? " 

" I don't know," replied the vice-president. 

" Fd like to hear his argument," continued the 
president ; " it all depends on that. I think Fll write 
this man Stoker, who has just given us most of his 
business, after turning us down for six years, and in 
congratulating himself and us, inquire for information 
of how he was convinced. What do you say ? " 

The vice-president was not in the habit of contra- 
dicting the senior officer, and he therefore believed it 
would be a good plan. 

Stoker replied very frankly: 

" That new chap you have been sending around here 
showed me what all the rest of your men never 
brought to my attention — ^that fortified insole that you 
put in your shoes, and also the fact that your shoes 
actually cost one per cent, less per gross than any other 
stioe of your quality on the market. He also laid 
before me some other facts and figures which con- 
vinced me that I could do better with your goods. I 
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confess I didn't like him at first, and wondered that 
you didn't have a more sociable man out for you ; but 
I see you knew your business after all, for that man 
knows your business down to rock bottom, and can 
talk it like a lawyer. He's not one df those fellows, 
however, who talk so well, and get a man so interested, 
that he forgets how time passes, and discovers after 
the fellow's gone that he has wasted a precious half 
hour listening to some clever yams. When he comes 
to see me, I'm not afraid to let him talk to me — if I'm 
busy, I know he won't let me waste any more time 
than the business is worth. Thanks for your good 
wishes." 

When Sanderson came in the office after this letter 
was received, the president questioned him closely, as 
to his manner of salesmanship, his line of argument, 
and the source of his facts. After the young salesman 
had explained his method of investigation and com- 
parison, and had actually informed the president of 
some of the hitherto unexploited merits of his own 
product, the old gentleman rubbed his eyebrows medi- 
tatively, and grunted incoherently several times. 

" Can you go with me to B this afternoon and 

stay several days?" he asked suddenly. 

" If it's very important," replied Sanderson, un- 
certainly ; " I have practically committed myself to 
double my record of last month, and unless I do I'll 
cut off my connection here." 

" H'm," was the president's dry comment, " don't 
fret about that. Can you meet me at the Grand sta- 
tion at four ? " 

" Certainly, if you desire it," replied Sanderson. 

On the train the president told Sanderson . that one 
of the star men had slightly interested a very large 
dealer and had appealed to the firm to help him clinch 
the matter. Accordingly the man was called upon, 
and, to Sanderson's surprise, the president merely in- 
troduced himself and then said that he had with him 
a man who had some interesting facts to place before 
him. 

Not at all embarrassed, Sanderson took up the mat- 
ter with firm hands and gave a remarkably clear and 
succinct exposition of the shoe proposition, based upon 
his principle of fact and figure, as especially adapted 
to the concern's peculiar position. He anticipated 
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most of the objections and argued them away, and 
made out an almost unanswerable case for his firm. 
The president, while seemingly but casually interested 
at times gave him a keen look, and the young salesman 
could not help guessing momentarily at his thoughts. 

The dealer was a man after Sanderson's own heart, 
and went with him to the heart of every fact and 
statement made to him, admitted many, debated some, 
and engaged him in a keen battle of facts and demon- 
stration. Sanderson was perfectly at home in this at- 
mosphere, and, having the strongest array of unas- 
sailable facts, finally forced the other to admit that 
his case was clear. After this the president added 
some pithy and pointed facts of his own, and, like the 
keen man of his type, the dealer wasted but a few 
moments in agreeing to place his large business with 
the firm. The entire matter had not taken over an 
hour, yet the entire business, from top to bottom, had 
been threshed over more thoroughly than even San- 
derson had ever attempted before. 

On the way home the president was very aflfable 
and communicative. " I must say you did that very 
well," he said ; " how have you secured all the infor- 
mation you used?" 

Sanderson told him of his factory study, and his 
minute comparisons, etc. 

" Very good," replied the old man, his eyes flash- 
ing keenly. After a number of other questions, in- 
cluding an inquiry as to Sanderson's previous sales- 
manship experience, the president lapsed into a 
meditative silence. 

From that time on Sanderson was called upon very 
frequently to make trips with the president whenever 
one of the selling staff appealed for aid in culminat- 
ing any important or particularly difficult solicitation. 
He was very busy, and he heard no more of Mr. 
Wade's doubt as to his efficiency as a salesman. 

Just as he was about to leave the office one day, one 
of the oldest salesmen beckoned him into a private 
office. 

" You're new, Sanderson," he said, looking over the 
young man with the inscrutable air of a man of large 
and unctuous personality, long used to basing his esti- 
mation of others on exteriors, and feeling compla- 
cently superior ; " the boys have gotten together 
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quietly on the matter of salary, and though you 
haven't been here long, I have no doubt that you 
have felt as we, that the business we command is all 
out of proportion to our salary. The firm has de- 
clined to raise the salary of some of us individually, 
and we feel that the action is not fair to us. Look at 
the business we hold in our hands, Sanderson. We 
got it, we hold it! Count off our influence, the con- 
fidence the trade has in us, and what does the firm 
have? We have made the business, and we are main- 
taining it by using our personal magnetism and in- 
fluence to keep it here. Is it not only plain justice that 
we should share the gain ? We all think so, and we are 
going to tell the firm so. Not in the form of an ex- 
plicit demand, you know — just a frank statement of 
the case " 

" Which nevertheless would mean the same thing," 
commented Sanderson, with a dry smile. 

The salesman took this with a wink and a sinister 
little smile. " Well, will you sign our note to the 
firm ? " he asked. 

" Well," replied Sanderson, deliberately, ** I think 
that in my brief career on the selling staff I could not 
claim to have been done much injustice — wait until 
you pass up your next ultimatum." 

Several days later he met the president at a depot 
by appointment to accompany him to another city and 
help " land " a dealer. The white-whiskered and agile 
old man was fuming and fretting with a porter when 
Sanderson found him, and he was plainly in an irri- 
table mood. He smoked for some time in silence be- 
fore he uttered a word, and then he took his cigar 
from his mouth suddenly. " It's a rascally outrage ! " 
he said, quite vehemently. 

Sanderson said nothing, and the president went on 
after a few moments, in jerky sentences indicative of 
his mood. *' I suppose you know of the staff's ulti- 
matum to us about salary?" he said. "I see you're 
the only one not on it. I tell you the thing is nothing 
but a rank hold-up game ! " 

" I've been thinking about it since I was ap- 
proached," replied Sanderson, deliberately, " and I'd 
like to suggest something to you." 

The president shifted his position with an indica- 
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tion of interest. "Let's hear it," he said encourag- 
ingly. 

"The meat of my suggestion," replied Sanderson, 
** is pretty bold — I would like you to make me chief of 
staff, and ignore the threat and blackmail scheme 
which that appeal for larger salary amoimts to. Then 
let me fight the thing out." 

" How — ^by what method? " inquired the president, 
his eyes flashing with speculative mterest 

UNDERSTANDING THE PRINaPLES. 

"Let's understand the principles of the thing 
first. In the first place, when the men say that they 
hold the trade in the hollow of their hands, they are 
right. If they weren't, we would have nothing to 
fear. The reason they are right, the reason they do 
control the trade so dangerously is because they hold 
it on personal relations. They don't hold it all in this 
way, but they hold so much that we are at their mercy. 
They have exploited themselves so much, and so per- 
sistently, that this firm and the goods it sells is a 
mere incident behind the personality which 'does the 
selling. Merchandise of various houses is so nearly 
alike in quality today that there seems to dealers to 
be mighty little choice, and they therefore are led to 
give business often for personal reasons — until they 
have proved to them where the advantage lies." 

" Perfectly right — ^perfectly right," followed the 
president, with increasing interest. 

"If you will let me go ahead, I'll guarantee that 
in three months' time after the staff breaks loose and 
fights us — if they work up enough nerve to carry out 
their threat — I'll have at least two-thirds of their busi- 
ness back, and it will come back for reasons and stay." 

The president smoked industriously for a long while, 
making only occasional comments and asking a few 
questions. " Wait a few days," he finally said, " and 
if things look threatening, I think we'll go you." 

The selling staff stood very firm,' however, and 
within a week Sanderson was summoned, and he was 
told that it had been decided to appoint him chief of 
the staff, with authority to carry out his plan. 

" I take it only on the assumption, however," San- 
derson conditioned, " that my authority shall not be 
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interfered with in any detail, and that I be given three 
months' uninterrupted trial of my plan." 

When the change was bulletined to the staff, they 
came in to offer congratulations with affable manners 
and smooth smiles. Choosing a morning when all 
were present, Sanderson called them together. He 
was the personification of cool and keen and disinter- 
ested business in his manner. " I have no apology 
to offer for my rather sudden assumption of this new 
position, gentlemen," he said in his characteristic man- 
ner, " nor have I any intention of using it as a brick- 
bat. But I might as well tell you now that both the 
firm and I do not see the way clear for any salary ad- 
vance for at least a year or two. The reasons are very 
simple — ^the margins of profit will not well permit it, 
and we do not think that salesmanship service is worth 
so large a percentage of profit in this business." 

PLAIN SPOKEN STATEMENT. 

At this plain-spoken statement of the case the veneer 
of good nature and courtesy vanished from the faces 
of some of them. The unctuous ring-leader in the 
bleeding of the firm, openly showed his contempt of 
the young stripling who had been put in authority 
over his head, and rebellion was traceable in other 
faces. The leader, however, recovered himself 
quickly, and again put on his smooth smile. 

" If you will allow me, as the senior salesman," he 
said, " to act as spokesman for the rest of the staff, I 
would like to say that we feel that the matter really 
warrants more attention than your summary dismissal 
gives it. We would like to call your attention to the 
fact that any serious disagreement in the matter would 
shift no small amount of business away from the firm. 
I am quite sure that I speak for every one of the staff 
when I say we feel very much like pressing this matter 
still further." 

" The matter has already been pressed quite as far 
as it can be pressed, gentlemen," was Sanderson's re- 
ply, " and while I would personally like to see each one 
of you earning double your salaries, the firm has quite 
finished with the matter, and offer you the plain choice 
of accepting or rejecting its verdict." 

" You are authorized to say that this is final? " asked 
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"The matter has already been pressed quite as far as it can be" 
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the spokesman sharply, and with a somewhat unbeliev- 
ing voi^e, and a gathering hostile manner. 

" I am," was Sanderson's short reply ; " and I hope 
that each one of you will be loyal enough to the guiding 
heads of this house to accept its judgment." 

The spokesman chose to see a sign of fearsome 
weakness in this remark. 

" And I hope," was his energetic response, " that 
the firm does not forget that the staff has not only 
built up its business, but holds the bulk of it by its 
personnel, and by individual relations with the trade." 

Sanderson's cx)ol reply. 

" As I have told you before," was Sanderson's cool 
reply, "the firm has carefully considered the matter 
from every point of view, and I have just announced 
its final decision." 

"Well," replied the spokesman, shortly, with a 
somewhat forced smile, and an effort to niaintain 
equilibrium, " we are not satisfied, and I think you 
will hear from us later." And the staff went out. 

Another note came from the staff in a few days. 
"We are sorry to appear arbitrary," it read, "but 
must announce that every man except Taylor and 
Gaines contemplate handing in their resignation in one 
month from today unless the salary schedule desired 
by us is put in force at the beginning of the next quar- 
ter. We really feel that we must stand on this issue; 
and of course will carry the trade with us if we go." 

Sanderson very promptly notified the staflF that un- 
less they- would agree as a body to make no organized 
claims for salary increases for two years he would 
consider their employment with the firm ended within 
two weeks. 

After several days' waiting, the staflF — ^with one 
other exception — rejected this, and the struggle was 
on. Sanderson without delay prepared for some hard 
field work and general campaigning. He took steps 
for an extensive general advertising campaign, giving 
to the public some of the same fact and figure and 
careful comparison in the advertising that he had given 
to the trade. He first visited a list of the largest pat- 
rons of the firm, and got a ready ear, of course, by 
reason of his connection. He frankly told the circum- 
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stances, and proceeded to bring an augmented battery 
of facts and figures before each one to show the 
definite advantage which the firm's products brought. 
And he succeeded in proving to nearly every dealer's 
satisfaction that he was doing a little better than any- 
thing else the market was offering. He did not leave 
until this was accomplished, and until he saw real 
conviction implanted in the patron's mind. 

AT IT FOR FULL MONTH. 

This list exhausted, he made another, and started 
out again without an hour's delay. For one month 
and a half he kept at this, until he had visited every 
patron of any consequence whatever, leaving a certain 
remnant list to Gaines, who stood by him faithfully. 
In all this time he did not have time to see the officers 
of the firm ; but he made provision for a daily bulletin 
of sales to be placed before them. They showed but 
the very slightest falling off during the month. He 
carefully trained the three willing men who remained 
on the staff, and added several more carefully chosen 
ones. 

The sales began to show a falling off after a month, 
and kept going down. Several large customers 
dropped off, somewhat alarming the officers. 

At the stockholders' annual meeting, held soon after, 
the figures looked so pessimistic that there was a gen- 
eral alarm stirred up. The president expressed his 
faith in the young man, but it did not ease the dis- 
trust. 

" What sort of business is this ? " asked one director, 
rather warmly, "that we put a young man who has 
only been with us a few months at the head of the 
sales force and practically trust the welfare of the 
whole institution to him ? What assurance do we have 
that by our next meeting we may not have to shut up 
a factory or two for lack of business ? What is a few 
thousand a year in salaries to the taking away of our 
business?" 

A heated debate followed. Sanderson was called in, 
and he spoke in an incisive, cool and forcible manner. 
" The proposition is very plain," he said, with that 
odd smile of his, which looked cynical to an observer, 
" do you or do you not want to have your business 
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owned and controlled by your salesmen? Do you 
or do you not want to pay whatever tribute they 
choose to ask for? Of course, youVe got to fight 
now. Of course, youVe going to lose for a while. 
But just let me continue to advertise, and fight it out 
and ril get the business back just as IVe got back 
what we have." 

But his manner was so cold-blooded, however earn- 
est, that he did not increase their confidence, and in 
spite df the protest of the president, it was voted to 
offer a compromise to the striking salesmen. They 
accepted on the condition that Sanderson be removed, 
which roused the ire of the president. 

" This comes mighty near being insolence and black- 
mail, sir ! " said the old gentleman, hotly, to the spokes- 
man of the drummers. 

" Very well," replied the salesman, going out in a 
significant temper. 

Before the directors met again the " strikers " suc- 
ceeded in getting away the business of two quite large 
patrons, and the meeting was even warmer than the 
previous one. After a long debate, it was carried to 
pay what the salesmen demanded provided they made 
no further demands for four years. 

The salesmen, becoming confident, insisted on three 
years, and again the president became very angry. He 
dismissed the representatives peremptorily, and rang 
the bell for ^ Sanderson vigorously. 

" I'm going to call a special meeting of the stock- 
holders," he said, still in a heat, " and I want you to 
make the situation as plain as day to them. I'll call 
it for next Wednesday. That's all." And he whirled 
around in his chair, and seized his pen with a vigor 
good to look at in an old man. 

During this time Sanderson had been working with 
ceaseless vigilance. He realized the desperateness of 
the struggle, and marveled how salesmen could suc- 
ceed in perverting a business man's judgment and al- 
most close him to plain reason, as he found had been 
done to the house's trade in a number of instances. 
He became firmly convinced that the house ought to 
build its reputation more with the final arbiters of 
merchandise — ^the public; and resolved to ask the 
stockholders to g^ant a larger appropriation for gen- 
eral advertising. 
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At the stockholders' meeting Sanderson spoke so 
forcibly and placed the situation before them with such 
irresistible conviction that with the help of the presi- 
dent, he persuaded the large majority to vote to fight 
out the battle squarely and without quarter. 

The sales-bulletins rose very slowly but surely soon 
thereafter, and at the end of three months the per- 
centage lost from the old bulk of business was just 15 
per cent. 

Sanderson took this to the president himself. " The 
good part of that report is what is not contained on it," 
was his comment, as he gave it to the old man ; " every 
speck of that business is the house's, not any sales- 
man's; and all the personal magnetism in the world 
can't draw it away. The trade knows why it buys 
of us now, and the little margin of profit it makes 
ahead of other goods represents a little pile of dollars 
which is strong enough to beat every personal consid- 
eration that can have any influence." 

The old man looked at Sanderson for a few mo- 
ments after reading the report. " You look tired, 
young man," he said, " have you had any vacation 
yet?" 

Sanderson smiled grimly. " I really hadn't thought 
of 'One,"* he replied. 

" Well, it isn't too late yet," was the president's re- 
ply ; " take as much time as you like, and I'll send in 
an order for a doubling of your salary so that youll 
have it in time for vacation." 

As Sanderson was about to leave on a short vaca- 
tion a short time later, the spokesman of the old staflf 
was ushered into his office. 

" I just dropped in," he said, very graciously, " to 
see whether you could use me if I let up on my former 
position in regard to salary increase." 

"Mighty sorry," was Sanderson's succinct reply, 
" but the business is swimming along so nicely on its 
own merits that it doesn't have to be floated by the 
personal influence of salesmen any more. Drop in 
after my vacation, and I'll see whether it needs any 
magnetisers to help it along by that time." 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE EXPORT GAME. 

BY EDGAR DAYTON PRICE. 

How the President of a Large Corporation is taught 

a lesson in the great game of business and the 

story is a true one, but names are changed. 

" We can make a great deal more varnish than we 
are selling now," said the vice-president of the Sussex 
Varnish Company, thinking aloud as he ruminated 
on the letter he held in his hand. 

" tJh-huh ! " snorted the portly president, overhear- 
ing. " It's timely to talk about making more varnish 
when you can sell more varnish, Mr. Barnes.'* 

" Here is a chap proposing that very thing — ^to sell 
more Sussex varnish — ^a lot more," said the vice-presi- 
dent, handing over the long typewritten letter to the 
president. 

" Huh ! Export. Nothing in it," snapped the pres- 
ident. 

" Read it, read it," begged the second officer, and 
thus adjured, the portly varnish man read the letter 
from end to end. 

" Mr. Dunphy, that letter has the right ring to it 
and I want your permission to send for that young 
fellow and see what he looks like," said the vice- 
president. 

" Send for him if you want to," said the president, 
tossing back the letter. " But, Barnes, if you think 
there's anything in exporting varnish from the 
U. S. A., just post yourself by writing to the Dooley 
Varnish Company, the Standart, and the other big 
companies — ^they've been through it and been burnt, 
every one of them." 

" If they aren't exporting now they won't be com- 
peting with us if we go to exporting," said the vice- 
president. " They are jolly well competing in the do- 
mestic trade," he added ; " we are just about holding 
our own but not growing any." 
52 
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" Uh-hiih ! It isn't their competition as much as the 
villainous incompetent salesmen you — we — have been 
employing," snorted Mr. Dunphy, remembering in 
time that he had taken over that prerogative. " Do 
as you please," he concluded, " but I wash my hands 
of the matter if you go to exporting and ruin the 
profit balance for the company." 

Mr. Barnes took the ungracious permission and sent 
for the writer of the letter, one Charles Burton, ad- 
dress. New York City. Mr. Burton made a prompt 
appearance — ^an alert, bright-eyed chap of 30 or so. 

" Mr. Dunphy, our president, tells me that the 
Dooley and the other big varnish companies have been 
through the export game and qui^ losers," said the 
vice-president, as they settled down to the conference. 

"Mr. Barnes, they never tackled it right," said- the 
young fellow, earnestly. " They are so used to bossing 
the varnish trade in the United States, they tried to 
export varnish the same way — there's the celebrated 
Dooley varnish, take it at U. S. prices, pay for it in 
advance, take all risks of delivery, and if it doesn't 
suit, go to — Germany for your varnish. Which the 
buyers are doing," added the young man wtih a smile, 
" and German varnishes aren't in it with the American 
article." 

" You say in your letter it will take some little time 
and outlay before results will show," said the vice- 
president, doubtfully. 

"Anything that's worth having is worth waiting 
for," said Burton, tersely. " The foreign trade is shy 
and takes some time to become convinced of the 
honesty and reliability of the exporter, and it watches 
him in his various manifestations to see if he knows 
his export rules — ^if he does, they try him with an 
order, and if the goods open up O. K. and the prices 
are anyways near right — then Mr. Exporter gets a 
glad surprise* in the next order." 

" You ought to know your business," said Mr. 
Barnes, referring to the letter in his hand. " Fifteen 
years with the biggest firm of exporters in New York 
— ^why don't you stick to them ? " 

" I'm going to make more money introducing good 
houses to the export game," said the young man. 
" One house of a kind and that house gets my best 
knowledge and effort." 
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" And your terms- 



My terms are five per cent, of the gross export 
business you do, and the absolute control of your ex- 
port policy, advertising, circularizing, dealings with 
commission houses and foreign buyers direct." 

" You don't ask a salary or money in advance," said 
Mr. Barnes wonderingly. " Well, I'm going to intro- 
duce you to Mr. Dunphy, our president, and if you can 
get his consent, you've got mine already." 

Charles Burton, thus indorsed, laid siege to the gruflf 
president and by virtue of his personality, his fine ref- 
erences and his polite insistence, got a grudging con- 
sent to the Sussex Varnish Company going into the 
export field for business. 

" Fix it up with Barnes there ; he's crazy for it," the 
president growled. "Tell him he can play wiUi the 
thing to the tune of $5,000 and when that's gone " 

"It's plenty — to start with," declared Mr. Burton, 
gratefully. 

"It's all you'll get unless there are some results 
when it's gone," said Mr. Dunphy, grimly; "good 
day." 

" Good day," echoed Mr. Burton, taking the hint 
and backing out to find the vice-president. 

Vice-President Barnes gasped when signed contracts 
presently came in for space by the year in twenty ex- 
port publications, most of them dated New York. 

" It's all right," declared " Chariie," as he preferred 
to be called in place of the formal " Mr. Burton," 
cheerfully. " I don't mind telling you that some of 
those papers are * house organs ' of the big export 
concerns, and our advertisement therein means that 
they will take more than a fatherly interest in Sussex 
varnish for export from now on." 

" That's good," said Mr. Barnes doubtfully. " But 
here are two or three expert monthlies circulating en- 
tirely in Australia and South Africa ; do we really need 
them?" 

" Yes, we need 'em," said Charlie. " We need the 
Spanish ones circulating in Mexico and Central and 
South America, the lonely Portuguese one, and the 
mixed English, Chinese and Japanese one that hails 
from London. This is a big world with every country 
on it using varnish — and why not Sussex varnish? " 

" They're all so far away," said Mr. Barnes, feebly. 
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" Nonsense," said Charlie. " Not in this day of fast 
steamers." 

There was trouble when it came down to details. 

" How many kinds of varnish do you make? " asked 
Charlie. 

" Oh, er — about fifty," hazarded Mr. Barnes. 

" Boil 'em down to six good kinds," ordered Charlie. 

" We want to sell the whole fifty," said Mr. Barftes, 
decidedly. 

" And advertise them, write letters about them, cata- 
log them in English, Spanish, French and German, et 
cetera, et cetera? " asked Charlie. 

" No-o," said Mr. Barnes, retreating. 

Then the package question came up. 

" We won't go to the expense of a whole set of new 
cans, boxes, half-barrels and barrels, not to speak of 
labels and stencils," said the vice-president, firmly. 
" Our domestic supply ought to hold varnish and go 
anywhere as far as I can see." 

"The cans either want to be imperial gallons or 
based on litre measurement," explained Charlie, pa- 
tiently. " Barrels and half-barrels must be extra- 
heavy and with extra hooping to stand the racket of a 
sea voyage ; labels and stencils must be in the language 
of the country where the varnish is going, cubical con- 
tents must be in feet and metric measure and weights 
in pounds and kilos." 

" This is enough to give a man a headache," de- 
clared the vice-president, peevishly. 

" It's easy enough when you are once broken in," 
declared the young man cheerfully. " Don't you see 
where the Dooley people and the Standart fell down? 
They wouldn't humor the foreigners in these things 
and consequently they couldn't make the export busi- 
ness pay, and quit it with hard words. Now, we are 
going in it to win." 

Followed the question of prices. 

"These American prices won't do at all," declared 
Charlie, when the six varnishes had been selected and 
priced. 

" We need all the profit we can get with all this out- 
lay," declared Mr. Barnes. " I can see that the net 
profit isn't going to make Mr. Dunphy lean toward the 
export business even at the American prices," he said. 

"What we are spending now is equivalent to es- 
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'Don't believe it," said Charley. 
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tablishing the buildings and machinery to make some- 
thing," said the young man earnestly. " Now, with 
regard to export prices, please figure oflF about 25 per 
cent, for salesmen's expense, and call the result your 
export price; from that we will give two per cent, 
for prompt settlements, and five per cent, as commis- 
sion to the export house." 

" Never ! " said the goaded Mr. Barnes. 

" Oh, yes, we must. Don't you know that in New 
York alone there are several hundred commission 
houses handling orders from all over the world? 
Well, these folks are human and they live on their 
commissions, and they never liked the Dooley-Standart 
bunch because there was nothing doing after the two 
per cent, for cash. That five per cent, will make every 
one of 'em a friend of Sussex varnish — see if it 
don't." 

" I see the finish of our domestic trade when those 
export prices get out," almost wept the vice-president. 

" Don't believe it," said Charlie. " If it doesn't put 
steel rails, sewing machines, agricultural machinery, et 
cetera, out of business to sell abroad at sometimes half 
the price in the United States, it won't put the Sus- 
sex Varnish Company, take my word for it." 

" We're in for this thing, but I wouldn't have Mr. 
Dunphy know what we are doing for the world," said 
the suffering vice-president. 

" Yes, we're both in for it — me for my little five per 
cent, of the business you do in return for all this 
work," said the promoter of the export game. " My 
advice is for you to buck up, Mr. Barnes, and believe 
that what succeeds with others will succeed with you." 

In due course the modest advertisements of the Sus- 
sex Varnish Company appeared in the export journals 
and were scattered all over the world. They were 
good ads — Mr. Burton's own — ^and each one showed 
a barrel head appropriately stenciled; the name and 
particulars of one of the famous six varnishes, method 
of application, time of drying between coats, price per 
gallon, or litre, cubical contents, gross and net weight 
and a cheerful paragraph to the effect that catalogs 
might be had in any language of commerce, and corre- 
spondence (thanks to the translation bureaus in New 
York) would be in the language of the possible pur- 
chaser. 
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The same mails carrying the export journals car- 
ried literature of the Sussex Varnish Company to 
thousands of customers of the New York commission 
houses who, as Burton had predicted, warmed to the 
proposition from the first intimation of five per cent 
Among the small assortment of printed matter going 
to each foreign house was a rather imposing coupon, 
numbered and recorded, conveying the intimation that 
on its return through any New York commission 
house, the equivalent of half-a-gallon of any one of 
the six varnishes would be sent free for preliminary 
trial. The same literature went to a selected list of 
varnish consumers in foreign parts, through the 
medium of a dependable addressing bureau in New 
York. 

The writer of this story of the "Export Game** 
would like to record here the instant and electrifying 
success of the export department of the Sussex Var- 
nish Company after all this preliminary work, but he 
cannot. Export business will not come for a say-so, 
be the hook baited as it may. 

Not but what the Sussex Varnish Company did not 
export. Orders came very soon from commission 
houses whose confiding foreign clients ordered " var- 
nish," but did not specify the brand. They were 
promptly and correctly filled and went away to do 
missionary work. Weeks and months went by, the 
coupons trickled in for the free half-gallons of var- 
nish, letters in all the languages of the globe came, 
asking for catalogs and full particulars, and there was 
a healthy air of curiosity about Sussex varnishes 
abroad, which supported a hope in the breast of Vice- 
President Barnes that eventually there would be 
" something doing." 

For his first year's work, Mr. Burton got a check 
for $280, which produced no complaint 

"President Dunphy kicking?" he asked. 

" I — er — ^he doesn't know much about it,** said the 
vice-president, nervously. " We have let sleeping dogs 
lie and kept quiet about our expenditure of more than 
$2,000 over his appropriation, hoping that the tide 
would turn and " 

"It will," said Charlie, departing with his $280 
cheeky whistling. 
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The " sleeping dog " found the truth in the balance 
sheet of the year's business ; over $7,000 spent to se- 
cure $5,600 of export business, and immediately woke 
up. 

" Stop the whole foolish thing,** he roared. " Cancel 
the advertising — ^burn up the correspondence — sell 
those expensive barrels and cans — ^and get some one 
to have the name of the Sussex Varnish Company en- 
grossed on a poster with the Dooley and the Standart, 
with letters a foot high in red ink, ' Stung ! * ** 

" Yes, sir," said the vice-president, meekly. " But, 
really, the orders for export are coming in better and 
better, and it seems a pity " 

" Do it," roared the angry president. * If you ship 
another drop of varnish out of the country, Fll call a 
meeting of the directors and have you fired ! " 

It seemed the irony of fate that the mail the very 
next morning should contain an order from a big 
Mexican furniture factory through a reliable New 
York commission house, for ten barrels of the highest 
priced varnish of the famous six for quick delivery. 
Mr. Barnes, the vice-president, was not down that 
morning, being home with a headache, and Mr. 
Dunphy was opening the mail. 

" Uh-ugh 1 " he grunted. " Uh-ugh ! " The thing 
gave him pause and he laid the document aside. Fol- 
lowed no less than 10 letters scattered from Sweden 
to Bombay, with inquiries, small orders, remittances. 
Followed more letters from New York export houses 
with orders, coupon trial orders, remittances. Mr. 
Dunphy sat up. 

" This thing's warmer than I thought," he muttered. 
"If we get a 10-barrel order now and then " — ^he 
picked up the order from Mexico, figured the total 
amount and the actual cost, and Mr. Barnes coming 
in towards noon, found him looking pensive. 

" I didn't promulgate those orders about the export 
business last night — left it till this morning," said the 
vice-president, shakily. 

Bang! Mr. Dunphy's clenched fist pounded the 
order from Mexico, as he rose from his chair in 
wrath. 

" You'll do nothing of the kind. Do you think I'm 
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going to waste $7,000 utterly? No, sir, Fm going to 
give the matter my personal attention from this time 
on, and perhaps we can show the Dooley-Standart 
bunch that a capable head of a small varnish company 
can win where they failed. Uh-huh ! " 

Mr. Barnes dropped into a chair, speechless. 
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SHAKESPEARE DIDNT KNOW IT ALL. 

Merchant Rushly tells how the immortal William had 
him side-tracked until he yielded to the temp- 
tation to take up the study of business 
systems and grew rich, 

BY ALBERT E. PHARO. 

" I HAVE a grudge against old man Shakespeare," 
said Charles Rushly, as he blotted his signature to an 
order for a series of follow-ups, and to his subscription 
for a couple of business publications, and handed them 
to me. 

" How is that ? '* said I by way of drawing him out. 

" This is how it is," continued he. " The late la- 
mented William S. caused me to waste several good 
years of my life, and if he were in our midst today 
I believe I could almost collect damages for time un- 
improved and opportunities gone astray." 

" How in the name of hustledom did that myriad- 
sided individual do you any harm ? " said I in amaze- 
ment. " Why he was a regular mine of precepts and 
ideas which have guided and governed mankind for lo 
these many years. 

" Even to this day he is an inspiration, a torch 
in the darkness, a call in the wilderness, a compass in 
the void," said I, preparing to oil up my oratorical im- 
plement to do full justice to my favorite author. 

" Yes, yes ! " said he impatiently. " That's all 
right. I acknowledge that his proverb department ran 
overtime and turned out an immense production of 
mottoes, maxims, by-words and saws ; and this is just 
what I am regis^tering a kick against. For some of 
them put a halter around the car of progress and 
chained it fast for many years." 

" Will you kindly explain," said I, leaning against 
the counter for support. 

" Well, in one of his ebullitions of literary efferves- 
cence he launched upon a helpless world this thought : 

There is a tide in the affairs of men 
Which taken at its flood leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their lives 
Is bound in shallows and in miseries. 
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" Here is another sample of the goods which he 
placed in such profusion upon the market : 

Who seeks and will not take when once 'tis offered 
Shall never find it more. 

" Now," continued he, " you and I have seen that 
in type and heard it quoted until we could repeat it 
backwards on the darkest night, and during all these 
years it has received the respect and veneration of 
mankind as though it were a decree of the supreme 
court." 

" And how has mankind interpreted it? 

" Why, through that and similar proverbs they have 
been teaching the young men that just once in every 
man's life the mysterious opportunity will give a low 
and gentle knock to his front door, and that if he 
should fail to rush out, seize it by the ears and thus 
be dragged to fame and fortune, it will never come 
again, and he will be doomed to labor at the common 
tasks — ^hppeless and miserable. 

"Around that thought lesser men have built hun- 
dreds of other mottoes all harping in the same perni- 
cious key; such as, 

The golden opportunity is never offered twice 
Seize then the hour. * 

" I may be wrong," said he, " but I believe the idea 
in these quotations is responsible for more dunder- 
heads in the business world, for more loafing, more 
aimless lives, more indifferent work than all the inborn 
laziness which ever put its collar around the neck 
of men. 

" I ought to know, for I have been there myself. 

" From the time I was a boy up to a few years ago 
I used to sit working under easy pressure, vaguely 
wondering when and how ' My Opportunity' would 
come, and dreaming of some such thing as a lucky 
speculation, a legacy or an impossible windfall. I 
never discovered my mistake until a few years ago, 
and that was by accident." 

" Tell me about it," said I. 

" Well, it all came about through reading a maga- 
zine — a business magazine — b, sample copy which was 
mailed me. 
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" I pawed it over carelessly and soon became inter- 
ested in an article entitled ' Opportunity/ This stated 
that opportunity instead of softly tapping once a life- 
time, calls around every day — sometimes several times 
a day — and drums a noisy stmimons on the panels. 

" It don't come, however, and transport a man from 
poverty to instant wealth and greatness; but it may 
knock in the pages of a business publication, giving 
little hints of betterment in his own business — a little 
improvement here ; a slight advance there. These lead 
to others, until in course of time the man will hear 
the people say 'that's him' as he walks along the 
street, and he thus realizes that he is rich and famous. 

" That article threw a great white light on the sub- 
ject and I saw things I had never seen before. I was 
running a little store and conducting it on the easy-go- 
lucky plan which is all too common. 

" I got busy, subscribed for the magazine, including 
its back numbers, and studied it carefully, particularly 
those articles devoted to business building. 

HE PLANNED A CAMPAIGN. 

" I planned an aggressive campaign of business 
getting. The advertising, the circulars, the show-win- 
dow and the talk behind the counter were all focused 
to one point. I gave sensational bargains, I systema- 
tized my list of prospects and gave them literature 
which quoted interesting prices. 

" And I kept it up. 

" Do you know, that * keeping it up ' was the hardest 
part of it all? I can't say that any single scheme 
panned out as well as expected. No matter how great 
the bargains I offered the crowds were never so large 
as I anticipated. My announcements seemed more in- 
teresting — to me — than any romance or tragedy, but 
they were so lacking in interest to the average person 
that he hardly bothered to read them. 

" It was discouraging. It seemed like chopping 
wood with the back of an axe, or tr)ring to talk some 
hayseed from Wayback county to change his politics. 

" But the results were coming in all the time, even 
if they were exasperatingly slow and so small as to be 
almost invisible to the naked eye. The business grew 
slowly but steadily, and as it developed, I kept pushing 
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the good thing along, and keeping it up to the times 
by proper systems. 

" It didn't seem long before I had to tear down the 
old shop and build another, and in time I had to buy 
the adjoining properties and build the establishment 
we now occupy. 

" You can now see why I nurse my grievance against 
the celebrated phrase-maker, do you not? If I had 
never seen that valuable magazine I might still be sit- 
ting on a nail keg in a little shop masticating the muslin 
because opportunity had not called, and wondering 
whether he would appear before the age of decrepi- 
tude arrived. 

" Well, so long, and be sure to have the back num- 
bers sent me." 
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KIDNAPPED MILLIONAIRES. 

BY FREDERICK U. ADAMS. s 

CHAPTER I. 

All about the Kidnapped Millionaires!! Record 
Extra! All about the Great Mystery!! Record Ex- 
press. 

Hundreds of newsboys poured from an alley and 
dashed into the human currents which surge at the 
confluence of Nassau Street and Park Row. In a mo- 
ment the air was aflame with the red headlines of the 
" Record Extra." It was not necessary to buy a paper. 
The type was so large that it told the news to the 
passers-by. 

For a week the Wall Street boom had been the sen- 
sation of New York and of the country. The per- 
petual excitement which reigns within the shadow of 
Trinity church had permeated office and counting 
room. It was the whispered topic of conversation 
among clerks, and the noisy subject of debate in hotel 
lobby and corridor. The jargon of the Stock Ex- 
change was incorporated into metropolitan English. 
The tales of fortunes made to the clicking music of 
the ticker, aroused the cupidity of thousands, who 
saw in the whirl of speculative frenzy the prospect of 
wealth without work. 

On this Tuesday morning headlines and text cov- 
ered the front page of the New York Daily Record 
and proclaimed the following story : 
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KIDNAPPEDIII 



Four Multimillionaires Mysteriously Missing! 

Palmer J. Morton, Andrus Carmody, Simon Pence 

and R. J. Kent Cannot be Found!! Fears that 

They Have Been Kidnapped, or Have Met 

with Foul Flay. 

EXCITEMENT ON WALL STREET. 

" Palmer J. Morton, R. J, Kent, Andrus Carmody and 
Simon Pence have mysteriously disappeared. They did 
not appear at their offices this morning. Incjuiry by tele- 
phone at their houses discloses the astounding fact that 
though expected they did not come home last night 
Various rumors are in circulation, but at this writing 
nothing is known, except that these four great capital- 
ists have completely disappeared. Their combined 
wealth is estimated at $750,000,000." 



The street crowds received the news calmly. They 
did not believe it. But they bought the papers. 

The news came by way of Wall Street. Strange 
rumors had been in circulation all the morning. A 
sense of impending trouble permeated the crowd of 
brokers which clustered around the standards on the 
floor of the Stock Exchange. The curb brokers on 
Broad Street were uneasy, as they waited for the hour 
of ten. The market opened strong and then sagged. 
It was a few minutes past eleven o'clock when the 
tickers in a thousand offices stopped in their task of 
recording quotations. 

There was a splutter of dashes on the tape. Custo- 
mers gathered around the pedestals. There was news 
coming. They anticipated the announcement of an im- 
portant failure. It had been rumored that a Consoli- 
dated Exchange house was in trouble. The following 
message spread itself along the tape : 

" 11 : 07 A. M .— Pahner J. Morton, R. J. Kent, An- 
drus Carmody and Simon Pence have not appeared at 
their offices. They did not return to their residences 
last night. Relatives are alarmed and have notified 
the police. They were last seen at a conference held at 
the office of Pahner J. Morton at four o'clock yes- 
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terday afternoon* No trace since. Foul play is 
feared/' 

The murmur of the Stock Exchange swelled into 
a roar which reverberated above the rumble of traffic 
and the unrest on the streets. 

This was the morning of the twenty-fourth of April, 
memorable in the records of Wall Street 



CHAPTER 11. 

TWO NAPOLEONS OF JOURNAUSM. 

Robert Van Horne was the owner and editor of the 
New York Record. He was a leading light in a much- 
criticized school of journalism. He was the exemplar 
of the theory that the modem newspaper should " do 
things" — ^to quote the idiomatic expression of Mr. 
William Chalmers, his managing editor. 

Under the editorship and active personal attention 
of Robert Van Home, the New York Record was not 
a placid mirror of contemporaneous events. He re- 
gretted that the title of The Record was a misnomer, 
and tolerated it only because it was legally and insep- 
arably identified with Associated Press and other val- 
uable franchises. 

Mr. Van Home believed that journalism had a 
higher mission than mere news gathering. It should 
be made the nursery of history. It should be more 
than a mentor to errant humanity. It should be more 
than an intellectual policeman, guarding the street 
crossings of civilization. Van Home believed that the 
New York Record should formulate, initiate and ex- 
ecute those excellent plans which in former times had 
been abandoned to the slow and uncertain processes 
of evolution. 

Journalism should be the hothouse of progress ; the 
incubator of undeveloped issues. This was the Rec- 
ord's motto. 

Robert Van Home was the millionaire son of a de- 
parted millionaire father. His mother died in his 
school years, and at the age of twenty-six he found 
himself the sole owner of the immense Van Home 
estate, roughly estimated as having a value of twenty 
million dollars. His cattle roamed on a diousand hills 
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in New Mexico and Texas. The drills of his mining 
machinery were boring into the rocks in scores of pro- 
ductive mines in Colorado, the Dakotas and Montana. 
With the traditional " Van Home luck " his agents 
had been among the^ first to strike it rich in the snow- 
swept valleys of the Klondike. At an opportune mo- 
ment he had invested a small fortune in Tennessee 
iron lands, and before this story opens had smiled at 
the confusion of those friends who chided him as the 
purchaser of a " gold brick." 

As a business man it seemed to be his province to 
disappoint those numerous prophets of disaster who 
see in every departure from beaten paths the sure road 
to financial ruin. Had these dismal forecasts been 
of any effect on the Van Home destiny, that young 
man would soon have been overwhelmed in a tide of 
misfortune. 

Let it not be supposed that this escape from the 
wiles and snares of misfortune was largely due to the 
influence of any lucky star. Beneath a careless ex- 
terior, and regardless of a seeming recklessness of 
expenditure, the more careful student of the Van 
Home character could discover the cool and calculat- 
ing player in that great game called Business. 

Had fate decreed to him a modest fortune, it is 
probable that his love of luxury would have impelled 
him to make use of his business talents. By the ex- 
ercise of these traits his mind would have become 
absorbed in the pursuit of wealth, and he would have 
developed into a conspicuous example of the modem 
commercial or financial pervert. Instead of falling to 
this dreary lot, he did not permit the massing of money 
to monopolize either his time or his fancy. 

Van Home was graduated from a leading university 
with average honors. He was popular with his fellow- 
students and held his own in the relaxations of that 
social class, which at college can afford to purchase 
what the fancy dictates. He Was not wild, neither 
\yas he a prig. He possessed many small eccentrici- 
ties, and while the story of his college days would 
point no moral in a Sunday school book, there were 
no incidents not chargeable to youthful buoyancy and 
a superabundance of spending money. He had de- 
termined on journalism as a profession and had es- 
tablished his ideals. Special attention was paid to a 
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course in business training, and he mastered the intri- 
cacies of book-keeping. Van Home made a thorough 
study of mechanics, and acquired a theoretical and 
practical knowledge of the machinery and processes 
which go with the modem newspaper. 

The future editor had led his class in historical 
studies and researches. He schooled himself to esti- 
mate past events from modem standpoints, and found 
himself speculating on how he would have " covered '* 
the assassination of Caesar or the destruction of Rome, 
had he been conducting a newspaper in those days. 
He wrote an essay and proved that Rome would not 
have fallen had the newspaper been an institution of 
that age. In this production he took the ground that 
corruption cannot thrive if given wide publicity, and 
that the abuses which finally overwhelmed the Roman 
Empire would have been reformed, had the search- 
light of the modem press been thrown upon them. In 
later years he modified this adolescent theory; but it 
was a good essay. 

Soon after the death of his father. Van Home 
bought the New York Record; a paper which had 
survived a checkered career in the arena of metropoli- 
tan journalism. From the first issue under the Van 
Home management, The Record was a publication 
which could not be ignored. Like Minerva, it sprang 
into life full-grown, and panoplied in new and star- 
tling armor. It commanded attention and received it. 
There was no escape for the public. Unless one were 
blind, deaf and dumb, he could not remain unaware 
of the fact that The Record was being published. 

Huge transparencies blazoned the name across the ' 
principal streets. A procession of a thousand " sand- 
wich men " marched up Broadway and impeded traffic ; 
each man decorated with the mystic name from every 
point of view. At available street comers the mega- 
phones of vociferous phonographs .announced the 
projects of the New York Record, and at intervals 
proclaimed news bulletins, which could be found in 
detail in the editions then on the streets. A thousand 
feet above the flagstaffs of skyscrapers, picturesque 
kites gave support to streamers, which bore the name 
of the new paper. At night searchlights cast the name 
on the clouds or on smoke from bombs thrown into 
the air for that purpose. 
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Passengers on the Brookl)m Bridge and on the 
ferry boats plying the East and North rivers, saw at 
night the name of " The Record " emblazoned in let- 
ters of electric light, erected on barges and towed back 
and forth at great expense by tugs. The forces of 
earth, air, sky and water were harnessed to the chariot 
of The New York Record, and driven with whip and 
spur by Robert Van Home. 

Special trains bore enormous numbers of the first 
edition of the new paper across the continent. Sou- 
venir copies printed on specially prepared siUc were 
placed in silver envelopes, each embellished with orig- 
inal designs in gold filigree, the work of tiie best 
artists of New York and Paris. These beautiful gifts 
were sent to the President and members of his cabinet, 
to the governors of notable states, and to a selected 
list of statesmen, savants and distinguished persons. 
Fac-similes of the letters acknowledging the receipt 
of these souvenirs, together with half-tone por- 
traits of the President and others, filled three pages 
of The Record, to the exclusion of less important 
news. The success of The Record from a circulation 
standpoint was instantaneous. 

At the end of the first year The Record showed a 
net loss of about $2,000,000. Mr. Van Home exam- 
ined the figures with some care, drummed on his desk, 
lit a cigar, softly hummed an air from the prevalent 
musical skit, and sent for Mr. William Chalmers, his 
managing editor. 

Chalmers was a tall, smooth-shaven, cl^ar-cut young 
man, who had passed his thirty-five summers. He had 
acquired no gray hairs in the accumulation of a vast 
and varied fund of experience. He was possessed 
of an easy confidence; was handsome without know- 
ing it, and had that grasp of every detail of the news- 
paper business which made him invaluable as an 
executive. He had traveled in every part of the globe, 
had interviewed section hands on railroads and em- 
perors in palaces ; knew the language of the slums and 
the graces of a court; could report a murder case or 
dictate a message for a president. 

" What do you think of that for a showing? " asked 
Mr. Van Home, as he handed the treasurer's state- 
ment to Chalmers. That placid gentleman studied the 
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figures for a few moments and replied by asking the 
editor what he thought of it. 

" It surpasses all of my expectations/' replied Van 
Home after a pause. " We simply underestimated 
our receipts. You will remember we calculated our 
deficit for the first year at $3,500,000, and for the 
second year at $1,500,000. At the end of the second 
)'ear we expected to be on a paying basis, and at the 
close of the third year we hoped to show net earnings 
of $600,000. Our plant is worth a million, and this 
would be ten per cent, profit on a total investment 
of $6,000,000. Well, instead of this dreary wait, we 
are on a paying basis this minute. The past month 
shows a balance of $40,000 in our favor. I am going 
to give that to you." 

Chalmers did not evince any great surprise. It was 
a part of his training not to be surprised. He knew 
Van Home's methods too well to assume a sense of 
gratitude which he did not feel. It was a munificent 
gift, but Van Home felt he had earned it, and so did 
Chalmers. 

Van Home gazed out of the window, surveyed for 
a moment the swirling crowds on Park Row and lis- 
tened to the subdued roar of traffic, pierced by the 
shrill staccato of the newsboys. He then called a 
stenographer and dictated an editorial which declared 
in favor of the establishment by the city of New York 
of music halls and places of free public entertainment 
in the more neglected sections of the metropolis. This 
completed, he rang for the city editor and instructed 
him to secure, if possible, the services of an eminent 
and popular divine to report the heavyweight prize 
fight which was the great event of the evening. 

Mr. Van Home thoroughly understood the great 
reading public to which his paper made a bid for sup- 
port. It wished to be amused. The Record amused 
it. It wished to be thrilled. The Record thrilled it. 
It hungered for sensations. The Record had a never- 
ending supply of sensations. It clamored for pictures. 
The Record had them. It stood ready to print in- 
stantly reproductions of photographs of past, present 
or future events. 

For years this public would submit with resignation 
to flagrant abuses. When informed by The Record 
that the story of its wrongs was an item of news. 
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worthy of scare headlines, the public would arise for 
a period and buzz like a swarm of disturbed bees, in 
an impressive but generally harmless manner. It 
would forget the tale of its woes in the contemplation 
of the vast events incident to the arrival of a bankrupt 
English duke. 

The Record did not hesitate to assume entire man- 
agement of any momentous event, be it local, national 
or international. It stood ready to relieve the govern- 
ment of any responsibility in the conduct of a war; 
and was equally prompt in becoming stakeholder for 
two negro prize fighters. It was an unvarying rule 
that The Record's name must be linked with any im- 
portant news chronicled in its pages. Its reporters 
were in the front rank on every battlefield, and the 
readers were regaled with five columns relating how 
the news was obtained by The Record staff, while a 
paragraph or so was deemed sufficient for the recital 
of the event itself. 

The Record was the first to discover that small-pox 
was epidemic in New York. It thereupon became The 
Record's epidemic of small-pox. It being impossible 
to copyright the idea, this wide-awake paper formed a 
Small-Pox Bureau; purchased all of the best vaccine 
virus; retained an eminent staff of physicians, and 
proceeded to suppress the dreaded scourge. An en- 
tire building was rented in a down-town district, with 
branch offices in various parts of the city. There was 
positively no immunity from the disease unless one 
availed himself of the free services of The New York 
Record's Bureau of Small-Pox. 

The Record equipped and dispatched to the North 
Pole an expedition for the rescue of an exploring party 
which had been sent out by the Russian government. 
The front page was devoted to a picture of The Rec- 
ord's arctic steam yacht " Boreas " in gigantic combat 
with an iceberg. Another illustration proved that the 
iceberg was six times the height of the Syndicate 
Building; and that it contained more congealed water 
than the annual output of the Consolidated Ice Trust. 
The fac-simile of a cablegram from Mr. Malakoflfski, 
Secretary to the Grand Chamberlain of the Czar, ex- 
pressed to the American people, through Mr. Robert 
Van Home, "the thanks of the Russian government 
in this, the hour of their extremity, for the enterprise 
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so nobly launched by The Record/' Other letters 
from unknown, but unquestionably great men in va- 
rious parts of the world, expressed unanimous ap- 
proval of the plans and enterprise formulated by " The 
Record Arctic Relief Expedition." On another page 
was a map giving the exact route which would be 
followed by Captain Nathan Fearless of the " Boreas " 
from the time he left The Record office until he 
rctached the unfortunate Russians, — who were shown 
to be but a few leagues south of the pole. In this map 
The Record office was shown as being approximately 
the size of Newfoundland, but this was so evident a 
mistake as justly to be attributed to artistic license. It 
was not considered necessary to follow up these vast 
undertakings for any length of time. In the first place, 
space would not permit such a procedure. Then again, 
more startling events followed in endless procession, 
each dwarfing its predecessor in vivid human interest. 
For all that The Record readers know or care, Cap- 
tain Nathan Fearless and his brave crew are yet on the 
good steam yacht " Boreas," and are perhaps the mod- 
ern prototype of the Flying Dutchman, condemned 
forever to roam among the floes and ice crags of the 
frozen north. The future historian will search in vain 
for their fate as he pores over the musty files of The 
Record. 

At enormous expense "The Record's College of 
American Archaeologists " reproduced a section of 
the imperial city of Rome as it existed in Nero's time, 
and on seven hills up in Westchester county the city 
was burned amid the acclaim of an audience, estimated 
by The Record to exceed the total population of the 
Imperial City at the time of this famous disaster. The 
Record reporter who took the part of Nero and exe- 
cuted on a violin one of Sousa's marches while the city 
was burning, narrowly escaped a horrible fate, and 
was rescued only after heroic efforts on the part of 
the Scarsdale fire department. 

The New York Record did not confine its efforts to 
this mundane sphere. It added new knowledge to the 
geography of the moon. Mr. Chalmers, the manag- 
ing editor, declared that in his opinion the moon was a 
" dead one," and said that The Record would better 
conserve its interest by paying attention to Mars or 
Venus. " The Record's Astronomical Staff " reported 
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with regret that Venus resented all attempts to intrude 
on her privacy, and that Mars was a more promising 
newspaper subject. While attempts had been made to 
communicate with Mars, they had not been formulated 
on any plan which would warrant reasonable expecta- 
tion of success. The astronomers admitted that they 
could suggest no feasible plan, but Mr. Chalmers came 
to the rescue. 

" Go and find me a map of the United States," he 
said to his office boy. After a search one was pro- 
duced. Mr. Chalmers looked at the scale and drew a 
parallelogram one hundred miles in width and seven 
hundred miles in length. One end of this area was 
just east of Denver and the other was located in the 
western part of Kansas. Within this block he traced 
the letters " The New York Record." 

" Do you catch the idea ? " he asked of the Astro- 
nomical Staff. They did not. 

" It should be obvious," he said with some resent- 
ment. " We will survey these letters in this territory, 
which I am informed is fairly level. Well and good. 
Now then ; once every mile we will collect the ma- 
terials for an enormous bonfire. Let's see ; that would 
be about 3,300 bonfires. We should be able to secure 
the wood, petroleum, tar, etc., necessary to make a 
blaze one hundred or one hundred and fifty feet in 
height, at an average cost of $25 a bonfire. That 
would make $80,000. You gentlemen of the Astro- 
nomical Staff will locate yourselves with your instru- 
ments on top of Pike's Peak. At an agreed moment, 
when the earth and Mars are in such a position that 
it is night in two communicating points, we will have 
a force of men ignite these bonfires." 

Mr. Chalmers paused to give effect to this plan. It 
had made an impression. The Astronomical Staff ex- 
pressed in their faces the appreciation which it was 
not necessary to voice in words. 

" If Mars is inhabited, and if their astronomers are 
attending to their business as they should be," con- 
tinued Mr. Chalmers, " they can read those letters as 
plain as you can make out the sign of an oyster house 
at night as you walk up Broadway. They may not 
know what it means, as they probably have ah alpha- 
bet of their own. But if they have as much sense as 
a police detective, they will see their cue. They will 
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reproduce the same letters on Mars to let us know 
that they are ' on/ We w^ll say nothing about it to the 
public when we set oflF the bonfires. The people out 
in Colorado and Kansas will pay little attention to 
scattered bonfires, and if they did they would not 
guess what the scheme was. It will probably take the 
people on Mars some time to get ready to signal back. 
When they do, all of the astronomers in the world 
will see it. Of course, you will see it on Pike's Peak, 
but you keep quiet. Let the news come from the 
great observatories at Cambridge, Lake Geneva, Stan- 
ford University and from the English, French, Ger- 
man and Russian observers. Just think of the an- 
nouncements they will make! In comes an Asso- 
ciated Press cablegram to The New York Gazette, our 
friend the enemy down the Row: 

" * Zurich, Switzerland, April 16. 
'"To New York Gazette, 

"'New York, U. S. A: 
" * Professor Starloff, the eminent astronomer, observed re- 
markable phenomena on surface of Mars tonight At 9:28 
p. M. a light broke out near the center of the planet, grad- 
ually brightened, and then revealed the inscription " The New 
York Record." The letters showed distinctly for five hours, 
and were studied by the astronomers until the planet sank be- 
low the horizon. It will be watched for again tonight 
Telegrams from other observatories report the same .phe- 
nomenon. There is no longer doubt that Mars is inhabited. 
Congratulations are being cabled to Mr. Robert Van Home 
of 'Ae New York Record.' " 

"All the papers in the world, except The Gazette, 
will print the news," said Mr. Chalmers, as he lovingly 
traced the letters anew on the map of Colorado and 
Kansas. "If the men on Mars have any sense they 
will keep it up and make it a standing ad for The 
New York Record. Talk about your Chinese kites as 
a means of getting your name up in the air! With 
these letters as a starter, we could establish an inter- 
planetary code, with The New York Record as a 
basis." 

This experiment did not eventuate exactly as Mr. 
Chalmers had planned. There was no response from 
Mars. The Record declared it to be the greatest scien- 
tific experiment of the age, and announced that they 
had conclusively demonstrated that Mars was not in- 
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habited. The envious and splenetic Gazette declared 
that the experiment proved nothing, except that the 
people of Mars were too intelligent and exclusive to 
hold any communication with The New York Record. 
This was clearly illogical, unscientific, and not in good 
form. 

The Record was the champion of many reforms and 
stood for the people in sturdy opposition to the en- 
croachments of corrupt wealth. But it was ever sen- 
sational in its advocacy of plans for the betterment of 
humanity. It never descended to the commonplace, 
and was not prosaic in well-doing. It was ready to 
advocate a reform provided the campaign in its behalf 
could be made startling and worthy to compete against 
other new -features. 

Mr. Walter B. Hestor was a friend of Robert Van 
Home. He was a young man with a fortune and a 
hobby. His hobby was journalism. His fortune was 
conservatively estimated at thirty millions, and he was 
in a position to indulge in any fancy which attracted 
him. The New York Record under the Van Home 
management dazzled him. Its method of handling 
great news events appealed to Hestor. At one time 
he contemplated founding a rival paper, and surpass- 
ing, if possible, the bewildering strokes of enterprise 
which were displayed in the pages of that paper. On 
reflection, he decided it meant too much work. He 
realized that the management of a great newspaper 
entailed an enormous amount of detail. Though pos-. 
sessed of much energy and persistence, Walter B. 
Hestor was introspective enough to realize that he 
was not fitted for the task of supervising a metropol- 
itan newspaper. He therefore abandoned the idea. 

He had no difficulty in forming a close acquaintance 
with Robert Van Home. They were fellow-members 
of several clubs, and both were fitted by wealth and 
education to move in the same social circles. Hestor 
lost no time in confiding his ambitions to Mr. Van 
Home. He wished to make his mark in the world 
as a joumalist. Mr. Van Home readily perceived 
that Hestor was a genius in his line of thought and 
action. The ambitious amateur would listen to no 
proposition involving pay for his services. All he 
asked was a chance to plan and execute those jour- 
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nalistic commissions which gave play to his genius as 
an initiator and to his skill as a writer. 

Mr. Van Home was delighted to accept the volun- 
teer services of the brilliant but erratic Walter B. Hes- 
tor. At the time this story begins, Hestor was about 
thirty-two years old. He was a member of a New 
York family which traced its wealth and ancestry back 
to the sixteenth century. His fortune was an inde- 
pendent one; and, though his tastes were expensive, 
he did not live up to his income. 

It was Walter B. Hestor who secured the first inter- 
view with the Czar of Russia. Through his family 
connections, and after an amount of intrigue which 
would have done credit to a Talleyrand, he held a pro- 
tracted interview with the monarch of all the Russias ; 
the publication of which startled the world. It oc- 
cupied the entire front page of The Record, and Hes- 
tor's portrait was displayed side hy side with that of 
the Czar, and beneath was the inscription, " Walter 
B. Hestor, Special Envoy of The New York Record.'' 

It would take a volume to recount the journalistic 
exploits of Walter B. Hestor. He built the splendid 
steam yacht " Shark," and employed it in his world- 
wide search for sensational news. He took two hun- 
dred passengers from a singing liner, and was deco- 
rated by four govemmeilts for bravery. In every war 
the " Shark " was in the foreground. It was the 
Hestor yacht that ran the batteries at Havana and es- 
caped from the harbor with valuable news and infor- 
mation. At every signal of trouble, Hestor and the 
" Shark " were sure to be on hand long before the 
representatives of other papers were aware that news 
was brewing. At his own expense he established a 
system of espionage on all the courts of Europe. Hes- 
tor was known in every palace of royalty, and in a few 
years became recognized as the most brilliant news- 
paper correspondent in the world. 

At the time the story opens, Mr. Hestor has re- 
turned to New York after a cruise in Philippine 
waters. He was interviewed by all the newspapers, 
and his portraits flashed from hundreds of prints in 
all parts of the country. He was proud and happy at 
his success. His mind was ever alert for some scheme 
which would emphasize his fame* He regarded his 
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foreign triumphs as but stepping stones to some great 
coup which should immortalize his name. 

Hestor was disappointed when he learned that Mr. 
Van Home had departed recently on a secret mission 
to Europe. At first he thought of joining him, but 
finally decided to remain in New York for a time and 
devote his energies to matters of local interest. Hes- 
tor was greeted warmly at the clubs, and found him- 
self a popular hero. He was welcomed at the thea- 
ters and some of his newspaper exploits were made 
the subject of a topical song and rendered with great 
success at a leading vaudeville hall. For some time 
he led a life free from care in company with congenial 
spirits, who were glad to shine in his reflected fame. 

At the office of The Record Mr. Hestor had a lux- 
urious private room, as befitted his rank as the special 
envoy of the paper. One afternoon he received a 
message from his old friend Sidney Hammond, stat- 
ing that he would be in the city for two day*; at the 
end of which time he would be compelled to make a 
western trip on important business. Hestor was de- 
lighted to hear from Sidney Hammond, and at once 
arranged a theater and supper party in his honor. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE SUI^PER PARTY. 

A party of eight occupied the Hestor box at the 
opera and thoroughly enjoyed " La Boheme." Walter 
B. Hestor and Miss Edith Le Roy ; Sidney Hammond 
and Miss Olive, her sister ; Mr. Converse and Miss De 
Neuville; Mr. Blake and Miss Meredith, constituted 
the merry group, which at the conclusion of the opera 
mingled in the fashionable mob, and after the usual 
delays and annoyances found themselves in carriages 
speeding toward Fifth Avenue. 

There was a crush of carriages in front of Delmon- 
ico's. It was the night hour when New York attains 
the height of its feverish activity. The avenue was 
alive with swift-moving equipages. An army of lack- 
eys was busy receiving the arriving guests. Inside 
the massive doors the strains of an orchestra throbbed 
in an air heavy with perfume. The glare of light 
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from thousands of electric globes was reflected from 
glass and marble, but subdued by palms and masses 
of roses. 

A table had been reserved for Mr. Hestor and his 
guests — ^brave in its array of linen and flowers, and its 
glitter of cut glass. As Mr. Hestor entered the hall 
he was recognized by scores of friends and for a few 
moments held an impromptu reception. 

When this social duty was ended, Miss Edith Le 
Roy took prompt charge of certain details — ^as was 
the wont of this vivacious young woman. Mr. Hestor 
had seated himself next to Sidney Hammond. Miss 
LeRoy had no idea of consenting to such an ar- 
rangement. 

"You are the host, Mr. Hestor," she said, "and 
you must take the head of the table. Miss Meredith 
will set at your right, and Mr. Hammond will take his 
place next to her. I am not going to permit you and 
Mr. Hammonjd to monopolize each other's conversa- 
tion. I can trust you. Miss Meredith, to keep Sidney 
and Walter from entering into any discussion of their 
dreary schemes for reconstructing the imiverse." 

Miss Meredith laughingly agreed to do her very 
best. 

Miss LeRoy contemplated her disposition of the 
guests with satisfaction, and declared it a triumph of 
epicurean diplomacy. 

" The opera was just splendid ! " she exclaimed, 
as she sank back in her chair with a sigh of pleasure. 
"Wasn't Saleza superb in that solo?" 

Miss LeRoy then entered into a spirited disserta- 
tion concerning the relative merits of two recently- 
published novels. As the writer of a book which h^d 
been favorably received by critics, she considered her- 
self an authority on cur tent literature. , She was a girl 
of a dashing type of beauty; the only daughter of 
wealthy parents who petted and idolized her. They 
would have spoiled her were it not that she possessed 
the trait of unselfish good nature. She was in fine 
spirits this evening, and looked lovely in a costume 
which was a fitting frame for her style of beauty. Her 
dark eyes flashed when animated by conversation. 

Miss Olive Hammond was of a different but not less 
attractive t3^e. With a mass of golden hair, dark blue 
eyes and a white skin, perfect in its delicate tints, Miss 
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Olive formed a radiant contrast to the darker beauty of; 
Miss Le Roy, and to the stern and expressive face of 
Sidney. Miss Hammond was devoted to her accom- 
plished brother, who was twelve years her senior, and 
never seemed happier than in his company. 

Miss Meredith and Miss De Neuville were pleasing 
types of that metropolitan young womanhood devel- 
oped in an environment of wealth. They had tramped 
over golf links, romped in the surf at Newport, roamed 
in the Adirondacks, basked in the winter delights of 
Florida and California, and had ransacked the scenic 
pleasures of the continent at the expense of fathers 
who were content to slave in offices in weary pursuit 
of needless wealth. 

The dinner went on merrily amid a general conver- 
sation in which a limitless number of topics were in- 
troduced, discussed and dismissed. Terrapin followed 
bouillon, and canvas back ducks were served with 
some rare old Burgundy. The spacious dining halls 
had in the meantime become crowded, and the orches- 
tra encountered a noisy rival in the laughter and con- 
versation which mingled in a harmonious blend from 
hundreds of tables. Dainty preparations of shell fish 
gave place to a salad, followed by a glace, which Miss 
LeRoy pronounced "a dream in old rose." While 
the ladies discussed bonbons, the gentlemen lit cigars 
or cigarettes, and wooed the god of Nicotine with all 
the ardor which follows the enjo)mient of so sumptu- 
ous a repast. 

While Miss Le Roy was energetically defending her 
favorite French author from an attack unwittingly 
made by Mr. Blake, her plans so carefully arranged 
at the opening of the dinner were disrupted by Sidney 
Hammond, who readily persuaded Miss Meredith to 
change places with him. Miss LeRoy smiled her 
scorn when she discovered this duplicity, and promptly 
announced a social boycott against the ungallant Hes- 
tor and Hammond, who already were absorbed in a 
quiet conversation on a topic which seemed of special 
interest to them. 

Sidney Hammond was a college mate of Walter 
Hestor. He was the stroke oar in the famous crew 
which humbled the pride of the rival university. Un- 
like many of the athletic heroes of the institutions of 
learning, Hammond combined the frame of a muscular 
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Apollo with the brain of the scholar. He was even 
more a hero with the professors than on the campus. 
The text and reference books prescribed in the curric- 
ulum served but to stimulate his thirst for research. 
Though abundantly able, through the generosity of his 
father, to enter into all of the pleasures of the |^lded 
class, he performed the rare feat of remainmg a 
studious recluse and retaining his popularity. Dur- 
ing the years spent in college he was an intellectual 
and physical machine, seemingly incapable of mental 
or bodily fatigue. The few friends who enjoyed the 
privilege of his apartments found him the best of hosts, 
with a well-appointed sideboard and the choicest of 
cigars. Except on rare occasions, Hammond did not 
permit these social relaxations to intrude on his time, 
and his friends grew to know just how long Sidney 
would tolerate their company in preference to his 
books. 

At the period of these incidents, Sidney Ham- 
mond had reached his thirty-third year. He stood a 
fraction of an inch over six feet in height and was as 
erect as a Doric column. His broad shoulders, well 
thrown back, were slightly rounding rather than 
square — as in all masculine figures possessed of un- 
common strength. His face was clear-cut and of a 
dark but unblemished complexion, the nose well pro- 
portioned and the mouth stem in repose but sympa- 
thetic and good-natured when he smiled. The Ham- 
mond jaw was firm, but not so heavy as to indicate 
irrational stubbornness; yet firm enough to warrant 
the belief that no common obstacle would stand in the 
way of a purpose deemed just. Dark, thoughtful eyes, 
at times wandered into mazes of reflection, and were 
singularly attractive and attentive in conversation. 
His laugh was natural, hearty and infectious. A broad 
forehead was Crowned with a mass of hair which 
once black was now faintly tinged with gray. 

Sidney Hammond tipped the scales at two hundred 
pounds. He was the unquestioned peer of any boxing 
expert in the various clubs of which he was a mem- 
ber, and was the last man that a judicious highway- 
man would select as a subject for an encounter. 
Though possessed of all the graces which make a man 
attractive to the ^fair sex, Sidney Hammond was 
classed as a ** man's man" by the numerous young 
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women who had failed to arouse in him more than 
that courteous interest and polite conventionality 
which society exacts from its votaries. 

Hammond was a pleasing conversationalist. He had 
the rare trait of being equally popular as a listener. 
He talked rapidly, but with distinctness, and never was 
at loss for a phrase or an idea. As a listener, he at 
once engaged the rapt sympathy of the speaker. 

"Anyone can talk well with Sidney Hammond as 
an audience," declared Miss Edith Le Roy on one occa- 
sion. " Without saying a word he leads you on, and 
on, and on. Why, I once talked to him an hour with- 
out stopping, and it never occurred to me until I 
was entirely out of breath that he had said hardly a 
word. I told him my most secret thoughts. It was 
like talking to a confessor. But once get Sidney 
started, and you will not care to talk. He is just de- 
lightful, but you can't make the slightest impression 
on him. Oh, well! he will lose his heart some day. 
They all do." 

On the death of his father, Sidney Hammond suc- 
ceeded to an exclusive and lucrative law practice, and 
to the larger share of an estate probated at $3,000,000. 
In most communities he would have been regarded as 
a wealthy man, but in the New York of this period he 
stood on a financial footing with thousands of others, 
and far removed by circumstance and inclination from 
the circle of moneyed giants. 

Walter B. Hestor, the famous correspondent, had 
in three years rnade a great name for himself. He was 
tall and smooth-featured, with a figure rather slender 
and slightly awkward. He was of a nervous tempera- 
ment and was a remarkable combination of native 
shrewdness allied to an irrepressible frivolity. This 
latter trait was not a weakness with Hestor. In fact, 
it constituted his strength. He could put it on or cast 
it aside, but he generally preferred to wear it. He was 
liberal in his ideas, but fantastic in his methods of ex- 
pressing them. To an extent he was an unconscious 
disciple of the more earnest and more conscientious 
Sidney Hammond. They were staunch friends, and 
no approach to discord had marred the years since they 
first met at college. 

Hestor sipped a glass of wine; knocked the ashes 
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from his cigar, and extended an enameled cigar case 
to Hammond. 

" How long does our famous correspondent in- 
tend to remain in New York?" asked Sidney Ham- 
mond. " It must seem dull here after what you have 
been through." 

" It seems good to be here," replied Hestor. " I am 
going to quit roaming around and stay in this country 
for a while, I believe there is more big news on the 
tapis here than anywhere in the world. I believe there 
is some sensational news about the trusts if it could 
be obtained and properly handled." 

" They are getting big enough and bold enough to at- 
tract attention," said Hammond. "There will be 
plenty of news about them some day." 

" How do you like The Record's leading editorial 
today ? " he asked. 

"The one about the big steel combine do you 
mean?" 

"Yes." 

" Candidly, I cannot say I liked it," said Hammond, 
after a moment's pause. " I suppose Williams wrote 
it. It sounds like his stuflf. Williams is a good writer, 
and there is no better man on local issues, but I am 
afraid the trust problem is beyond his depth. He de- 
nounces trusts. He might as well denounce the Gal- 
veston disaster. He has treated The Record readers 
to an entertaining but not novel bit of trust invective. 
I presume it is what they want, but what good does it 
do? He proposes no remedy." 

" Certainly he proposed a remedy," said Hestor, ral- 
l3ang to the support of the editorial staff. " He de- 
mands the enforcement of the anti-trust law, which, 
if put into operation, will result in the disintegration 
of criminal trusts." 

"You talk like a political platform, Walter,'* re- 
turned Hammond. " You believe nothing of the kind. 
You are perfectly well aware that no effective anti- 
trust law will be affirmed by the courts. Every time a 
test is made, the various courts pronounce such laws 
unconstitutional. Twenty states have passed anti- 
trust enactments, and all have met the same fate. I 
do not believe it is possible by law to prevent any two 
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men, twenty men or hundred men from consolidating 
their interests and thereby effecting a saving and in- 
creasing their profits. The trust is the inevitable result 
of evolutionary forces. It possesses certain advan- 
tages. These must be conserved. On the other hand, 
the trust of today possesses certain features which 
menace our very existence as a people. A remedy 
must be found ; but it must be a natural remedy. You 
know my views on this subject, and I do not propose to 
abuse your hospitality by inflicting anew on you the 
details of my pet theory, which may or may not be 
worthy of consideration.'* 

" Your theory is all right, Sidney, and I already have 
announced myself your convert," said Hestor. " 1*11 
tell you what to do. Write out your plan as you have 
explained it to me, and we will make a two-page Sun- 
day feature of it. I will send proof-sheets of your 
matter to all the big trust magnates, and some of them 
will answer it. I don't suppose any of them will 
heartily approve of it, but it will make interesting stuff. 
What do you say? We will have a four-column pic- 
ture of Mr. Sidney Hammond, the eminent social 
economist, and then a group with Morton, Carmody, 
Kent, Rockwell, Haven, Pence and other multi- 
millionaires. Such an article will please Bob Van 
Home." 

" You will do nothing of the kind," said Mr. Ham- 
mond, with some decison. " Whatever views I have 
on the subject are undeveloped, and the problem is too 
great for me to pose with any petty remedy. It 
would make me a jest among my friends, and could 
do no good, either to The Record or to the cause 
of better conditions. What is more, the wealthy men 
you have named would pay no attention to my screed 
or to that of any other theorist." 

" If we could but devise some plan to bring about a 
national or international congress of such men," said 
Hestor, taking out his pencil and jotting down a list 
he had in mind. " I can imagine the headlines, * Col- 
lege of Financial Giants,' * Millionaires as Reformers,' 
* Syndicates to the Rescue,' * Trusts Tremble,* * Wealth 
Willing to Compromise.' It would be great! If we 
could get some foreign financiers with titles to stand 
sponsor for the idea, our home product would be more 
likely to follow their lead. It is worth thinking about. 
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1 am going to cable Van Home and suggest it to 
him/' 

" I am afraid you would be wasting your time," said 
Hammond. " It seems to be the logic of history that 
power never pauses on the brink of a precipice, but 
plunges wildly over. These men cannot stop. They 
do not know how to stop. Imagine Palmer J. Mor- 
ton dropping business lon^ enough to listen to the 
discussion of plans which, if carried out, would check 
his ambition to be the undisputed dictator of the rail- 
way traffic of the continent! He would not do it. 
He is satisfied with things as they are, and undoubtedly 
has convinced himself that he is one of the greatest 
benefactors in history. Perhaps he is ; but his meth- 
ods are going to be criticized." 

" Did you ever talk to him on such subjects ? " 

" No. I know him too well to attempt it>" said 
Hanmiond, with a grim smile. " I have several law 
cases in which his interests are involved, and I know 
his habits. He talks nothing but business in his 
office. When he quits his bank he drops everything, 
and woe to the man who reminds him of his business 
aflfairs. At the club he pursues the ordinary amuse-^ 
ments, and seems to enjoy them. When he takes a 
vacation — ^which he does for a week or two in the 
dull summer season — ^he has cleared his business 
decks, and would hurl from his yacht the man who 
used the word * business.' I do not blame him. The 
same is true of the other men you have named. You 
know them as well as I do. They have — or at least 
they think they have — the load of half of the world 
on their shoulders, and seem condemned to carry it 
to their graves, unless it becomes unbalanced and 
falls oflf." 

" No, I do not think it possible to bring such a body 
of men into a conference," continued Hammond, as 
Hestor remained silent, with a far-away expression 
in his eyes. " In the first place they would not meet ; 
in the second place, they would not talk. They are 
not willing even to defend their methods, to say noth- 
ing of taking the initiative towards reforming them. 
We must possess our souls in patience; do the best 
we can, and let the sequence of events work out its 
destiny. It is our good fortune that we can better 
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aflFbrd to wait than most of those who think they have 
reason to complain. A millionaire lawyer with a good 
practice, and the millionaire correspondent and special 
envoy of a newspaper, should be able to withstand* the 
onslaughts of trust magnates for a considerable 
period.* 

" I am going to form a trust," said Hestor, sud- 
denly. 

"Yes?'' 

" You need not laugh. I am. I am going to form 
a newspaper trust." 

"All right, Walter," rejoined Hammond, who was 
familiar with Restores moods. " It is too late for you 
to begin tonight. Let me know when you are ready to 
draw up the papers and I will render you my best 
services as your attorney. Thus far I have been more 
successful in organizing trusts than in fighting them." 

" I Will need your services in a short time," said 
Hestor, with some excitement, which Hammond at- 
tributed to the wine. " I am not jesting. Of course, 
this is confidential." 

" Certainly. I am going to Chicago tomorrow, and 
will be back in about a week." 

" Let me see you when you get back. I shall wish 
to talk with you." 

" I will do so. Olive, my dear," said Hammond, 
addressing his sister, " it is time your aged brother 
was on his way home. I shall ask the permission of 
the ladies, and of our excellent host to depart, as I 
have a long journey ahead of me tomorrow — or more 
properly today — it now being past two o'clock." 

" You and Walter are as ungallant as you can be," 
pouted Miss LeRoy, as Mr. Hestor gave the signal 
for the party to disperse. "Just because you have 
talked all you wish, we all must run along home, like 
good little girls. I am going to give a supper party 
soon, and it will last until everybody has talked as 
much as they care to." And with this awful threat. 
Miss LeRoy was captured by Mr. Hestor and led 
away to her carriage, nor did her smiling face show 
signs that her resentment at her wrongs was deep or 
lasting. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

MR. HESTOR PLANS A NEWSPAPER TRUST. 

Mr. W. B. Hestor's private office in The Record 
building consisted of a large, well-furnished room 
which adjoined that used by Editor Van Home. Dur- 
ing his absence on the " Shark " or elsewhere, this 
room was kept closed. The walls were covered with 
charts and maps, and also with portraits of famous 
singers and actresses — ^a mixture of science and amuse- 
ment in keeping with the Hestor character. 

Hestor was the most popular man who ever fre- 
quented a newspaper office. In the language of the 
police reporter, he was an " easy mark." Any sort of 
tale of woe would extract financial tribute from him, 
and the reporter in trouble never had to look further 
than Hestor when that gentleman was in the city. 
He was in his element when surrounded by a crowd 
of working newspaper men, but entertained so lib- 
erally that Mr. Van Home was compelled to cautiem 
him. 

" You keep away from my men when they are on 
duty or I will discharge you," said Mr. Van Home on 
one occasion. " You are getting to be altogether too 
popular. When you are around, the staff is thor- 
oughly disorganized, and it takes a month to get them 
back into shape after you are gone." Hestor made all 
kinds of promises, and broke them. 

The morning after the supper, Hestor appeared at 
the office at an early hour. He looked over his mail, 
and then wrote a note to Palmer J. Morton, the great 
financier and railroad magnate, requesting an early 
interview on a matter of some importance. This off 
bis mind, Hestor made the rounds of the office. He 
chatted a while with Mr. Chalmers, and then drifted 
into the art department. He was in effervescent 
spirits, and seemed highly satisfied with all the world. 
Finally he retumed to his room and proceeded to work 
off the exuberance of his animal spirits by perform- 
ing a clog step to a lively tune, the words of which he 
sang with more regard for speed and exact time than 
for expression. 



Digitized by 



Google 



88 Clever Business Sketches 

There was an old geezer and he had a wooden leg; 
No tobacco could ne borrow, no tobacco could he beg. 
Another old geezer was as cunning as a fox, 
And he always had tobacco in his old tobacco box; 

(Spirited breakdown, and repeat ) 

Yes, he always had tobacco in his old tobacco box. 

As the versatile Mr. Hestor paused to contemplate, 
with much satisfaction, the success which had been 
attained in this terpischorean diversion, Mr. Chal- 
mers, the managing editor, entered the room. 

" Here is a cablegram from Reynolds, the man you 
left in charge of the Philippine situation," said Mr. 
Chalmers, as he laid two yellow pages on Hestor's 
desk. Revnolds was one of the war correspondents 
of The Record. "He cables us that The Record's 
Philippine Expedition under his command has de- 
feated the natives with great slaughter and has taken 
possession of the Island of Mindero. He has declared 
himself governor and has established a provisional 
government. He says he will tolerate no interference 
with his plans by the United States government. It is 
hot stuff." 

" Reynolds is a good man, but he is sometimes too 
impetuous," said Hestor, as he read the cablegram. 
" He needs some one with discretion to direct his ef- 
forts. Send him word to compromise with the gov- 
ernment, but to protect all of the rights of The New 
York Record in any settlement." 

" By the way, Chalmers," said Hestor, as he paced 
up and down the room, " why wouldn't it be a good 
scheme to let the women of New York assume entire 
charge of The Record for a week. Get some well- 
known society woman to act as editor-in-chief, and 
advertise for women writers of all kinds. Of course, 
you will have to look after the mechanical and routine 
part of the paper, but let them collect and write all 
the stuff. Select young women to report the horse 
races, prize fights, the police news, the courts and 
handle all of the departments of the paper. They 
could run just as much or as little foreign and out-of- 
town stuff as they pleased. They would write all of 
the editorials and draw all the pictures. Great scheme 
— don't you think so?" 
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Mr. Chalmers said it probably would drive him 
into an insane asylum, but it was nothing short of an 
inspiration. He agreed to outline a plan and to con- 
fer with some of the progressive women he had in 
mind. 

While they were discussing this project, word was 
received from Mr. Palmer J. Morton that, though very 
busy, he would be pleased to see Mr. Hestor about 4 
o'clock that afternoon. The great financier was not 
unacquainted with the erratic correspondent of The 
Record, and while not in sympathy with the aims or 
methods of that paper, was not inclined to incur 
hostility by refusing the request made by Hestor. 

At 4 o'clock the Hestor automobile wheeled in front 
of a Broadway office building, and a few minutes later 
the famous correspondent was ushered into the mag- 
nate's private office. This apartment was severely 
plain. A large railroad map of the United States 
occupied all of one wall. A dingy bust of a dead rail- 
road president was in an opposite comer, and the room 
was also graced with an engraving of the dark-gowned 
members of the United States Supreme Court of 1873. 
There was also the draughtsman's plans of a steam 
yacht. Everything was in perfect , order. The large 
oak desk was free from the confusion which marks the 
close of a busy day with many men of affairs, and was 
as clean and neat in its systematic array of papers and 
letters as if it had been made the special care of a 
painstaking clerk. 

Mr. Morton was a large, broad-shouldered man, 
with a close-cropped beard which must once have been 
black or dark brown. Shaggy gray eyebrows stood 
g^ard over eyes of a steel-blue gray, which looked you 
full in the face as if to bid you tell your innermost 
thoughts; and to tell them quickly. Enormous hands 
were knotted with muscles of which the foreman of 
a railroad section gang might be proud. A dark suit 
of blue ; a scarf of the same color, without any pin ; 
and a modest watch chain, were features of apparel 
which distinguished Mr. Morton from the well- 
dressed attendants who ushered Hestor into this office. 

" I am glad to meet you again, Mr. Hestor. Take 
a chair. You will find that one more comfortable. 
I trust you do not intend to interview me. You know 
my rule? " Mr. Morton looked sternly at Hestor, who 
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smiled and replied that he had long ago abandoned 
that enterprise as a vain pursuit. 

" I have called on a matter of business," said Mr. 
Hestor, briskly, as he removed his gloves, and leaned 
slightly forward in his chair. " You are a busy man 
and I will attempt to state my proposition as concisely 
as possible. According to popular report and to gen- 
eral knowledge, you have been the moving spirit in 
those great financial undertakings which have resulted 
in the reorganization of various industries. Your 
standing is such that your name is sufficient to guar- 
antee the success of any undertaking of this character. 
Did it ever occur to you that there is one great indus- 
try which never yet has tested the benefits which come 
from a community of ownership? In other words, 
have you considered the possibilities of a newspaper 
trust?" 

. Mr. Hestor paused. The stern old millionaire did 
not answer for a moment, and seemed to be waiting 
for the editor to continue. Hestor was content to wait. 

" I have thought of it, but I did not imagine the 
first suggestion would come from a representative of 
The Record," said Mr. Morton. Hestor was not the 
least abashed. 

" I am not responsible for what appears in The 
Record, and you know enough about newspapers, and 
especially metropolitan papers, to understand the exi- 
gencies of politics," he said. " You will concede that 
our criticism of trusts has not seriously interfered with 
yours plans. In any " 

" I do not concede that," interrupted Mr. Morton. 
" That, however, has nothing to do with your proposi- 
tion. State your plan. I am willing to listen to it." 

" There is no industry in the country offering so 
great an opportunity for trust management as that of 
the newspaper press," said Mr. Hestor, with earnest- 
ness. " It is tru^ that we have the Associated Press 
service, which is a co-operative aflfair, but this, while 
an invaluable adjunct, is really a small item in the 
total expense of a gjeat paper. It simply does on a 
small scale what can and should be done on a large 
scale." 

" You would have a syndicate of papers — one paper 
in each of the large cities," suggested Mr. Morton. 

" I would have a s)mdicate which would own two 
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papers in all cities having populations in excess of one 
hundred thousand," replied Mr. Hestor. 

" Yes, I see. One Republican and one Democratic 
paper in each city. Ah-um-m. That would be quite 
a plan," said Mr. Morton, draw his hand slowly over 
his stubbed chin. " Both under one general manage- 
ment, I suppose?" 

" Certainly." 

" Have you made any general estimates of the ex- 
penses of such a plan, or prepared any synopsis of the 
way in which it could be executed ? " asked Mr. Mor- 
ton, with the first manifestation of real interest. 

" I did not care to go to the expense and trouble 
of doing so until I had a conference with you," re- 
plied Hestor, who guarded himself against over-en- 
thusiasm when he saw that he had made some prog- 
ress. " It will require considerable capital, much work, 
and good judgment in the execution of the plans ; and 
more than all, the most rigid secrecy must be main- 
tained. You are the only man to whom this subject 
has been broached, and I need not ask you to regard 
this matter as strictly confidential in case you should 
decide to do nothing in the way of its advancement." 

Mr. Morton nodded his head and growled a con- 
sent to this injimction, which he evidently regarded as 
unnecessary. 

" I would start this s)mdicate in a chain of thirty 
cities, with two papers in each," continued Mr. Hes- 
tor, who rapidly noted a list. " Here are the cities I 
had in mind: New York, Brooklyn, Boston, Phila- 
delphia, Baltimore, Washington, Rochester, Buffalo, 
Atlanta, New Orleans, Louisville, Cincinnati, Pitts- 
burg, Cleveland, Detroit, Indianapolis, Chicago, Mil- 
wai5cee, St. Paul or Minneapolis, St. Louis, Omaha, 
Galveston, Kansas City, Denver, Helena, Seattle, 
Tacoma, Portland, San Francisco and Ix)s Angeles." 

Mr. Hestor then entered into a detailed and com- 
prehensive explanation of the proposed newspaper 
trust. He submitted figures showing that sixty papers 
could be purchased for less than $115,000,000, and 
proved that these papers were then earning $7,500,000 
a year, or more than five per cent, on the required 
investment. Hestor proposed retrenchment in three 
important departments, viz.: the Sunday papers, the 
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editorial staffs, and the abolition of the advertising 
agency. Instead of preparing sixty Sunday papers, 
the s)mdicate would print four, each of surpassing ex- 
cellence. These four papers would give all syndicate 
papers in contiguous territory a distinct Sunday paper. 
Each of these four Sunday papers would have a 
marked specialty, and each would strongly appeal to 
a certain class of readers. One would make a specialty 
of amusements; another of literature; the third of 
fiction, and the fourth of science and art — ^but each 
would be a complete magazine. Hestor showed that 
four such Sunday magazines could afford to employ 
the highest literary and artistic genius of the world, 
and proved that no competition with them would be 
possible. The saving would amount to not less than 
$4,000,000 a year, in the single item of Sunday papers. 

The editorial department would be conducted on a 
similar plan. Instead of four hundred editorial writers 
— ^as at present — he would have a staff of twenty ; ac- 
knowledged authorities in their respective specialties. 
The editor-in-chief would keep in touch with the own- 
ers of the s)mdicate, who would thus be able to dictate 
the thought of the country in the leading Republican 
and Democratic papers. 

"The reduced expense of the editorial department 
will be about $700,000," said Mr. Hestor. " You can 
place your own estimate on the financial benefits your 
syndicate will receive from being able to inspire aiid 
regulate the thought of a nation." 

Hestor then explained how millions could be saved 
by dealing direct with advertisers without the inter- 
vention of the advertising agency, which he charac- 
terized as the " most stupid survival of the middle- 
man system." He explained that the agency levied 
tribute on advertiser and newspaper, and that' an 
enormous percentage was absorbed by a worthless 
parasite. Hestor said that a staff of ten men could 
do the work now performed by several thousand. 

" The expense of securing advertising will be prac- 
tically nothing," concluded Hestor ; " the average rates 
will be doubled and we will receive all of the enormous 
fund which now goes to the agencies. This will be 
of benefit to all concerned, except to the useless and 
decadent advertising middleman. I would not dare 
place any estimate on the added revenues from this 
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much-needed reform. It certainly will far exceed any 
other item of saving." 

"You make out a strong case," said Mr. Morton, 
after an interval, in which both gentlemen said noth- 
ing. "This is too important a matter to decide off- 
hand. I should not care to go into it without consult- 
ing with some of my associates. What financial in- 
terests have you in mind in this connection?" 

" I propose to leave that matter entirely in your 
hands," replied Mr. Hestor, promptly. " I do not know 
that I am on unfriendly terms with any of the men 
who are reported to be your associates in similar re-or- 
ganizations. I stand ready to invest $10,000,000, pro- 
vided a company is financed for a total of $125,000,000 
or $150,000,000. I have talked this matter over with 
Mr. Van Home, and you can count on his co-opera- 
tion." 

" You have the proper confidence in your plans," 
said Mr. Morton* " I will discuss this project with 
some of my associates. If I find they deem it worthy 
a more careful examination, it might be well to ar- 
range a conference and settle on some definite mode 
of procedure. Mind you, I am not holding out any 
promises. If these gentlemen evince a decided inter- 
est in the matter, I will communicate with you. The 
secrecy of the plan will not leak out through the men 
I have in mind." 

" When can I reasonably expect to hear from you ? " 

"Four of the gentlemen I have in mind meet here 
tomorrow afternoon at a director's meeting," said Mr. 
Morton, consulting a memorandum. " Later they dine 
with me at an uptown club. I will see what they think 
about it and send you word when I can see you. In 
the meantime, it will be a good idea to reduce your 
plans to writing. If possible, make an estimate of the 
amount annually' (expended by your sixty papers for 
commissions paid to advertising agencies. Make your 
report as comiprehfensive as possible. I can give this 
no more time today. I have an engagement at 5 
o'clock." 

Mr. Morton arose, closed his desk, and shook hands 
with Mr. Hestor. That gentleman joined the crowd 
of clerks who had finished their day's work, descended 
the marble stairs and stepped into his automobile. 
The observer might have thought that the correspon- 
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dent of The Record was stamping his feet to keep them 
warm as the vehicle sped up Nassau street. He was 
not. He was executing a " sitting clog step " to his 
favorite melody: 

There was an old geezer and he had a wooden leg; 
He had no tobacco, no tobacco could he beg, 
Another old geezer was as cunning as a fox. 
And he always had tobacco in his old tobacco box; 
Yes, he always had tobacco in his old tobacco box. 

As the automobile swung into Park Row, Mr. Hes- 
tor was singing and dancing the second verse ; a feat 
which he attempted only on occasions of great mo- 
ment : 

Says Geezer number one, will you give me a chew? 
Says Geezer number two, I'll be damned if I do; 
Go save your nickels, and save up your rocks. 
And you'll always have tobacco in your old tobacco box ; 
Yes, you'll always have tobacco in yojir old tobacco box. 



CHAPTER V. 

SOME STRANGE HAPPENINGS. 

This narrative now has to do with a series of inci- 
dents which stirred Wall Street to its speculative 
depths. The stock market had sustained a decided 
set-back in March. The foreign money market was 
in an unsatisfactory condition. England, Germany 
and Russia seemed on the verge of an industrial and 
financial collapse. There were heavy withdrawals of 
gold from the Bank of England, and consols dropped 
to the lowest point in years. The New York market 
did not yield to any extent to these disturbing factors 
until an unlooked for bank failure in Boston, with 
extensive New York and Chicago connections sent 
a shudder through the entire list. Three leading rail- 
road companies made discouraging monthly statements 
of earnings. An ever-watchful operator, with bearish 
tendencies, saw his opportunity and smashed the mar- 
ket by heavy " short " selling'. He had little trouble in 
reaching the margins of the mob of small speculators, 
and their holdings swelled the proportions of the riot. 
It was not a panic, but it was a most emphatic scare. 
The wise financial editors characterized it as " merely 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 95 

a return to healthy, normal conditions, in which the 
stocks held in weak hands had been transferred to 
investors and those able to carry them in spite of 
transient declines," which is the same as saying that 
the " lambs had been sheared," and that the wise ones 
were content to await a new growth of wool on the 
backs of the patient sheep. 

The foreign situation brightened in April. A big 
railroad combination was effected with a blare of trum- 
pets and the public fought for a chance to buy stocks. 
Everything went up. The old bears turned bulls and 
bought stocks. They gave out profound interviews 
in which they informed the delighted public that 
"prices were beginning to adjust themselves to that 
permanent higher plane, in conformity with the new 
conditions, made possible by our unprecedented pros- 
perity as a nation and by our firmly established posi- 
tion as a financial world power." 

Like love's sweet song, these well-rounded phrases 
are ever old but ever new. To their soft notes the 
credulous speculative public responds as does the doe 
tb the call of the hunter, or the trout to the fly. " There 
is not a cloud in sight ! " exclaims the wily old specu- 
lator. Every fool in the coimtry believes him and 
leaves his umbrella at home. He is lucky if the then 
brooding cyclone leaves him with enough clothes to 
warrant the use of an umbrella. 

Certain it was that an unmistakable stock boom was 
well under way at the time this history opens. On 
the Saturday following Hestor's interview with Mr. 
Morton there was heavy selling from houses sup- 
posed to be identified with the leading bull interests, 
but the market closed strong with substantial advances 
well distributed throughout the list. There was some 
questioning as to where this selling came from, but 
the leaders for an advance were so earnest and evi- 
dently sincere in their assertions and denials that no 
general suspicion was directed against them. 

Monday was an ideal day ; more like June than the 
first of May. ft was so warm that the more sturdy of 
the toilers in the " curb market," which surges up and 
down Broad Street, discarded their heavier coats and 
from mysterious sources produced linen sackcoats and 
other light summer wear. The old Trinity church- 
yard was splendid in its new garb of green. Luxuriant 
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creepers traced virgin beauties on the gray and crum- 
bling old gravestones. The twittering of birds in the 
elm trees mingled with the jargon of the streets. 
Fleecy clouds floated lazily overhead and nature was 
pregnant with the birth of summer. The air was like 
ozone. Pleasure seekers thronged Battery Park and 
revelled in the intoxicating beauties which mark the 
first summer day of the year. 

Little cared the wild crowd on the floor of the New 
York Stock Exchange for the glories of the weather. 
They knew it was good for the crops. The reports 
from every section of the west were glowing. A flood 
of buying orders poured into the commission houses, 
and brokers fought to execute orders at the opening. 
London cables came in higher. There was a rumor 
of a big British victory in Africa. Another well au- 
thenticated report stated that the war was on the verge 
of a settlement, money rates were low. It was a sad 
outlook for the bears. Good news came from every- 
^where. There was no stopping the market. Baltimore 
& Ohio rose six points; Milwaukee & St. Paul, four 
and one-half points ; Jersey Central, five and one-eighth 
points; Metropolitan, three points; Sugar an extreme 
advance of eight points. This was at noon. 

At this hour the rise was checked. There was heavy 
selling from houses active in the same direction on 
Saturday. It was attributed to "profit taking," and 
the bulls prepared for another assault. They carried 
the market up half a point. Between one and two 
o'clock a Boston and a Chicago house sold more than 
two hundred thousand shares of Baltimore & Ohio, St. 
Paul, Jersey Central, Metropolitan, Sugar and some 
of the Industrials, including Steel and Iron. This 
dampened the ardor of the professionals. They could 
not understand it. Correspondents were asked by wire 
for information. None was forthcoming. The wise 
ones were puzzled. There was something back of this 
movement which worried them. There was a traitor 
somewhere ! Who was it ? 

Mr. R. J. Kent, the great operator, paced slowly up 
and down his room, but never missed an examination 
of the tape as it escaped from the chattering ticker, by 
an interval exceeding half a minute. As the hour of 
two approached, the little machine became furious in 
its efforts to keep pace with the. operations of the 
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sweating, swearing and struggling brokers, two blocks 
away. Mr. Kent let the tape slide through his fingers 
and read a record which translated was as follows: 
3,000 shares Sugar 1491/2—2,200 Sugar 149—4,000 
Sugar 1481^—700 B. & O. 1071^—1,100 B. & O. 107 
—2,800 B. & O. 106%— 500 B. & O. 106—3,200 St. 
Paul 171—4,000 St. Paul 1701/2—500 St. Paul 170— 
3,000 St. Paul 1691/4—1,400 Metropolitan 17314—900 
Metropolitan 1721^-1,600 Metropolitan 171% — ^,000 
Jersey Central 1591^—800 Jersey Central 158%— 1,700 
Jersey Central 158—55 Jersey Central 158l^— 2,400 
Sugar 147%— 800 Sugar 147. 

Mr. Kent stepped to his private telephone. 

" Who is selling that Sugar? " he asked his broker. 

" Street & Rogers are selling most of it now. 
Brokers for Morris & Hauser, of Boston, and Wright 
& Fanning, of Chicago, have also been selling it. 
These houses have been selling St. Paul, Jersey Cen- 
tral, Baltimore & Ohio, Metropolitan, Steel and Iron 
and other stocks," was the prompt answer. " I advised 
the office of it some time ago." 

"Who is the selling for?" 

" No one seems to know." 

" What do Haven's brokers say ? " 

"They seem to be up in the air. They are still 
buying Sugar." 

"All right. Good-bye." 

Mr. Kent called up Mr. Haven, the great sugar 
magnate. 

" What in the devil is the matter with your Sugar 
stock ? " he demanded. 

" I don't know," was the response. " It's all right. 
I am buying it as fast as it is oifered. What is it 
now?" 

Mr. Kent examined the tape. 

" One hundred and forty-eight and a quarter," he 
replied. " It has been down to one hundred and forty- 
six and a half, but has recovered some. Who is doing 
that selling?" 

" Sure I don't know," answered Mr. Haven with 
some impatience. " Probably some one taking profits. 
It will go. up again." 

" All right. Thank you. Gk)od-bye." 

Mr. Kent studied the tape for a few moments. The 
market was slowly steadying. The public was obeying 
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the mandate, "buy on every reaction." Mr. Kent 
pondered deeply. He rang a bell. 

" How much Sugar have I bought? " he demanded 
of his private booUceeper. 

" Forty-three thousand shares," was the reply. 

" It will average about 142, will it not? " 

The bookkeeper produced a slip of paper, ran his 
eye over the figures, made a rapid calculation, and said 
that the average price paid for this line of Sugar 
stock was 142%. 

" Very well ; that is all," Mr. Kent said. 

He called up his broker who represented him on the 
floor of the Stock Exchange. 

" Sell all the Sugar you can without breaking the 
market," he commanded in a voice which could not 
be heard ten feet away. Wall Street is all ears. 
" There is good buying just now. Begin on 600 share 
lots. Feel them out at the start, but keep busy. SelJ 
at least 50,000 shares before the close, no matter what 
happens. When you have sold 20,000 shares, offer it 
in one, two and three thousand lots." 

The broker repeated the order quickly so that there 
could be no mistake. Mr. Kent returned to the ticker. 

" Some one taking profits, eh? " muttered Mr. Kent, 
as he paced the floor, nervously chewing an unlighted 
cigar. " ril show them how to make profits. They 
must think I am in my second childhood. They have 
an idea I am going to hold the bag, do they? This is 
the way they keep their agreement!" He rang the 
bell furiously. 

" How much B. & O. have I? " 

" Fifteen thousand shares at an average of 93," was 
the reply. 

" Wire Brown & Addy, of Boston, to sell me 20,000 
B. & O. at the market Send word to Blake & Co., of 
Chicago, to sell me 26,000 St. Paul at the market 
Rush! Hurry!" 

He was at the private telephone again. 

" How much Sugar have you sold? " 

" Twenty-two thousand. It has broken a point and 
a half." 

" That's all right Put it out in two and three thou- 
sand lots. Sell me 30,000 shares of Metropolitan at Ae 
market. Got it? That's all right. Good-bye." 

The ticker was singing like a sewing machine. 
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Sugar, B. & O., St. Paul, Jersey Central, Metropolitan, 
Steel and Iron and other stocks came out in blocks of 
from one to four thousand and even five thousand lots. 
But the market held remarkably well. There was " not 
a cloud in the sky," and the public was sunning itself. 
But even their guileless optimism could not withstand 
the impact of the mysterious interest which had been 
selling hundreds of thousands of shares on Saturday 
and during the present session, reinforced as it was by 
the enrag^ Mr. Kent, who ascribed this selling to the 
perfidy of his associates. When the day's battle was 
over, the field was covered with the dead and wounded. 
Sugar had closed at 145^4 bid and 146 asked. Balti- 
more & Ohio had dropped to 106% ; St. Paul to 167% ; 
Metropolitan to 170; Jersey Central to 158%; and 
Steel and Iron showed a net loss for the day of three 
points, an extreme drop from its high pomt at the 
opening of nearly nine points. 

When Mr. Kent had received reports from his brok- 
ers, and telegraphic advices from Boston, Chicago and 
Baltimore, he found that he had sold 65,000 shares of 
Sugar and that all of his other commissions had been 
executed. He had accomplished one of the phenom- 
enal changes of position for which he was famous and 
dreaded. In a hundred offices his name was men- 
tioned, coupled with expressions which would not war- 
rant reproduction on these pages. He quietly talked 
the situation over with his lieutenants, instructed them 
to 'V'smash " the market at the opening the next morn- 
ing, and with an unruffled mien left his oifice shortly 
before four o'clock. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE WALL STREET PANIC. 

^ What happened on this famous Tuesday has been 
lightly touched on in the opening chapter of this his- 
tory. The momine papers had devoted considerable 
space concerning me excitenient on the Stock Ex- 
change, and to Mr. Kent, who had conducted his 
opnerations with little attempt to disguise his attitude. 
His profits were variously estimated at from $760,000 
to $3,000,000, and it was strongly intimated that he 
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would live to regret the unwarranted scare he had pre- 
cipitated. The Record had an illustration proving that 
if Mr. Kent's winnings were in one dollar bills, tHey 
would make a package three times the height of the 
Eiffel tower, and that it would take two express cars 
to hold them. 

This pleased the public, and reconciled them to the 
losses which had been sustained by the small specu- 
lators. 

On the preceding evening the excitement on the 
Stock Exchange had been transferred to the big hotels 
^nd fashionable cafes uptown. The more important 
speculators made the circuit of the hotels and clubs 
in search of the financial giants of Wall Street. Such 
as were interviewed professed utter ignorance of the 
cause of the decline. Mr. Kent was not to be found 
at any of the places he was wont to frequent, and sev- 
eral anxious followers called up his residence by tele- 
phone, but were told that he had not yet arrived. Mr. 
Morton did not make his usual appearance at his fa- 
vorite club. The morrow was anticipated with dread 
by those who had trailed in on the much-heralded 
boom. 

On the following Tuesday morning London ignored 
the New York break in prices and opened strong, Chi- 
cago and the speculatives west looked on its splendid 
crops and telegraphed buying orders in generous vol- 
ume. The galleries around the trading floor of the Ex- 
change were crowded with the sightseers who are al- 
ways in force when the market is excited. The hand 
on the big clock slowly approached the hour of ten. 
The thousand or more brokers gravitated towards tihe 
various standards which bore the names of the im- 
portant trading stocks. 

Did you ever make the experiment with iron filings 
and a magnet? Place such filings on a sheet of paper 
and pass a magnet under the paper. The tiny bits of 
metal will mass themselves in peculiar and irregular 
figures. As the magnet moves, kaleidoscopic changes 
will be effected. Individual filings will detach them- 
selves from one mass and fly to another. 

Such was the scene on the floor ot the New York 
Stock Exchange. The great gong sounded. The mur- 
mur became as the roar of a freight train as it dashes 
past the echoing walls of a station. At the signal of 
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the gong a thousand well-dressed men became ma- 
niacs. Their faces grew purple. Madness glared from 
their eyes. They assaulted one another. In their de- 
moniacal fury coats were ripped from shoulders, hats 
crusJied, and scarfs torn into shreds. With waving 
arme and extended fingers, with voices rasping shrill, 
vibrant, hoarse, thunderous, menacing, incoherent — 
it was the incarnation of riot, the sublimated essence 
of disorder. At times a man could be seen fighting 
his way out of one of the human whirlpools. He 
would clutch men by the throats. They would not 
know nor care for it. He would jam his elbows into 
their sides, and after a struggle seemingly hopeless, 
v/ould escape from the surging mass with eyes bulging 
and face bruised in the conflict. You may search the 
v/orld-scattered tribes of aborigines and you cannot 
approximate a scene equal to this in savagery. The 
thin veneer of civilization is melted in the heat of 
lust. 

In a thousand offices men pale with excitement hang 
over the tickers, or follow with nervous glance the 
boy as he records the quotations on the bulletin board. 
The loungers alone are in repose. The attempted jest 
of the wit is received with mirthless laughter. The 
aflFected nonchalance of the loser deceives not even 
himself. The joy of the winner is savage in its grim 
selfishness. Such are the catacombs of Wall Street — 
a crypt swept by the winds of the worst of human pas- 
sions, and relieved by hardly a spot where sympathy 
can find a resting place. In a hundred cities and towns, 
restless eyes follow the moves as they are made on 
the great gambling board. From countless sources 
money is absorbed and attracted to this common cen- 
ter, to swell the profits of the magnate or pay the ex- 
penses of the commission brokers. 

The market opened strong and at a slight advance, 
in spite of large offerings of stock by Kent brokers 
and from Street & Rogers — ^acting for their unknown 
principals — ^the market held its own the first half hour. 
It was at this time that vague and portentous rumors 
were circulated on the floor, and whispered over tele- 
phones. These rumors were greeted with general in- 
credulity, but the effect on the market was apparent 
from the time the first suspicion was breathed. Lon- 
don, Chicago and other speculative centers continued 
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• buying and selling, uncons(fious of the shadow which 
was now darkening the street. 

The storm broke at eleven o'clock. 

The yellow slips distributed by a news agency con- 
tained the following paragraph in double-leaded type : 

" 11 : 05 A. M. Andrus Carmody, Pabner J. Mor- 
ton, R. J. Kent and Simon Pence cannot be found. 
They were last seen in Mr. Morton's offices about four 
o'clock yesterday afternoon. Their relatives know 
nothing of their whereabouts. The police and de- 
tective force have been notified." 

A message of similar purport was recorded on the 
tape. 

Any description of the scenes which followed on the 
floor of the Stock Exchange would be deemed exag- 
geration by those who never have seen a speculative 
panic sweep all before it. The tempest was loosed. 
Before its fury the sturdy financial oaks bent in the 
blast. The puny speculative saplings were uprooted 
and borne away on the wings of the cyclone. Staid old 
men who had not been seen on the floor of the Ex- 
change for months, rushed hatless through the streets 
and hurled themselves into the crazy mob. 

The sixty acres of the financial district was a Bed- 
lam. Men tore papers from the hands of newsboys 
and rushed away without paying for them. The wild- 
est rumors, if of evil purport, became certainties. The 
word went down the street that a great bank had closed 
its doors. There was no fragment of truth in the 
statement, but it was accepted as an unquestioned 
fact. It was charged that the great enterprise in which 
Carmody, Pence and Morton were concerned were in- 
solvent, and that these men were in secret conference, 
endeavoring to arrange a compromise with the cred- 
itors. Mr. Kent was regarded as the speculator who 
had been intrusted with this news, and commissioned 
to use It to recoup some of the losses. 

The evening papers were flooding the city with 
extras. The news was so stupendous as to confoimd 
the genius of the designers oi headlines. There was 
neither space nor type sufficient to depict their emo- 
tions. But the imagination of the reporters was equal 
to the crisis. In bewildering succession the million- 
aires were kidnapped, lured away and murdered by 
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anarchists; had committed suicide, or rq)osed safely 
in the bosom of their families. 

At one o'clock, Sugar had dropped 26 points, Balti- 
more & Ohio 18 points, St. Paul 14 points. Metropol- 
itan 32 points, Jersey Central 17 points and Steel and 
Iron 21 points. The stocks in which the missing 
men were not known to be interested withstood the 
shock with smaller losses, but the whole list was 
mutilated beyond recognition. The news had reached 
London too late to permit English operators to cover 
in that market, and the cables bore the tales of their 
dilemma. 

Shortly after one o'clock, brokers in the employ of 
Street & Rogers jumped into the market as buyers. In 
the first hour of the session, before the break came, 
it was estimated that they had sold not less than three 
hundred thousand shares, and Kent brokers had sold 
fully one hundred thousand more. The total sales for 
the first hour reached the unprecedented total of 
twelve hundred and eighty thousand shares. From 
eleven until one o'clock, the representatives of Street 
& Rogers did nothing. They then began to take some 
of the stock as it was offered. They became the cen- 
ter of riots. Men fought like fiends to sell them 
stock. In spite of their support, the offerings were so 
numerous that prices still declined. They bought 
Sugar in ten and twenty thousand share lots. In an 
hour, Street & Rogers had covered six hundred thou- 
sand shares. 

Two papers appeared with extras containing a dis- 
patch from Philadelphia stating that Messrs. Morton, 
Carmody, Pence and Kent were in conference at the 
Hotel Lafayette. It related with great explicitness 
that they were considering the details of a gigantic 
railroad combination, and the article contained a brief 
interview with Mr. Morton in which he refused to 
discuss the objects of the meeting, but regretted that 
the public should have become alarmed at the secrecy 
which had been deemed necessary. The same news 
was spread through the brokerage and commission 
houses by the news agencies and came out on the 
tape. 

The effect was electrical. The market rose by jumps 
and bounds. Every one seemed rushing to cover, but 
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the spurt was short-lived. When the market had ad- 
vanced an average of ten points, Street & Rogers and 
Boston and Chicago interests turned heavy sellers. 
They threw the stock they had accumulated at the 
bottom figures Vight and left. They found plenty of 
purchasers. The Philadelphia dispatch was so good it 
must be true. It sounded natural, and was a logical 
reason for the absence of these men. At two o'clock 
the market was firm and slowly advancing, notwith- 
standing the vast offerings from Street & Rogers. At 
2 : 30 Wall Street was growing optimistic. It re- 
garded the selling as profit-taking, and bought with 
confidence. Sugar rose to within seven points of the 
opening figure. 

Then came the final disaster. It was announced 
that John M. Rockwell, the great capitalist, and Hiram 
Haven, the sugar magnate, also were missing. Simul- 
taneously, word was received from Philadelphia that 
none of the gentlemen mentioned had been at the 
Hotel Lafayette, and that the dispatch was bogus, hav- 
ing been sent out by a commission house which took 
this method to recoup some of its losses. In the crash 
which followed, several houses went to the wall. Their 
holdings were thrown on the market. Sugar dropped 
an extreme forty points. Other securities suffered in 
proportion. A man stood in the middle of Broad 
Street and blew his brains out. Staid old investment 
stocks which had regularly paid dividends for years 
dropped five points between quotations. Sugar fell 
eleven points on a sale of 400 shares, and did not 
steady itself for ten minutes, during which time it was 
worth $35.00 a share less than it had been those few 
minutes before. 

Once more it was Street & Rogers to the rescue. 
For two days they had been selling on good news and 
buying on bad news. Again their brokers stood in 
the breach and bought Sugar, B. & O., St. Paul, Jer- 
sey Central, Metropolitan and Steel and Iron from 
men who seemed willing to give it away. When the 
gong sounded at 3 o'clock, the signal that this awful 
day was ended on the Stock Exchange, these brokers 
were yet surrounded by swarms of men frantic in their 
efforts to sell stocks at any prices. It was midnight 
before the lights went out in the offices of Street & 
Rogers. Scores of haggard men arranged private set- 
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tlements on terms which would permit them to re- 
main solvent. 

The profits of the unknown principals or syndicate 
represented by Street & Rogers, of New York ; Morris 
& Hauser, of Boston, and Wright & Fanning, of Chi- 
cago, were conservatively estimated at $24,000,000. 

But they were yet in a precarious situation. Shrewd 
judges calculated that these houses were " long " on 
stocks to the extent of fully 1,000,000 shares. In the 
existing state of the market, with the panic in full sway, 
the profits might disappear in the torrent of holdings 
which were being thrown overboard. The experts 
figured that the unknown syndicate had sold 800,000 
shares on Friday, Saturday and Monday, and during 
the early part of the Tuesday session. They had cov- 
ered 600,000 shares on the big break which announced 
the disappearance of the capitalists. Their average 
profit was estimated at $20.00 a share or $12,000,000. 
On the rise following the bogus dispatch they had sold 
400,000 shares, making a total of 600,000 shares for 
which they were " short." They covered this — ^accord- 
ing to the best judges — ^at an average profit of $25.00 
a share, or $15,000,000. This was done during the 
panic which followed the disappearance of John M. 
Rockwell and Hiram Haven, and the disclosure of 
the bogus Philadelphia dispatch. This made their 
total profits $27,000,000, but they had purchased an 
additional million shares, which at the closing figures 
showed a loss of about three points or $3,000,000. The 
syndicate was, therefore, $24,000,000 winner, with a 
million shares yet in their possession, which must be 
sold in a market that seemed shattered beyond hope 
of repair. 

The members of the firm of Street & Rogers gave 
out no figures and refused to name the men they were 
representing. They stated that they had considered 
the market overbought, and had sold stocks in antici- 
pation of a natural reaction. The unexpected bad 
news had found them in a situation from which they 
could not help reaping an enormous advantage. They 
had simply taken profits on the various movements 
of the market, and did not share the apprehensions of 
those who feared for the safety of the missing men. 
Mr. Street declared that prices were too low at the 
closing figures, even if it were known that the- worst 
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had happened. Intrinsic value could not be perma- 
nently affected by the fate of individuals, and he ad- 
vised buying on any further declines. 

Thus closed the most memorable day in the history 
of WaU Street. 



CHAPTER VII. 

MYSTERY ON MYSTERY. 

The hundreds of columns of space devoted by the 
New York morning papers to the great event could 
have been condensed into a few paragraphs, so far 
as any true explanation of the mystery was con- 
cerned. 

$ix men, whose combined wealth was variously es- 
timated at from $800,000,000 to $1,250,000,000, had 
disappeared as suddenly and completely as if the earth 
had opened and swallowed them. Four of them — 
Messrs. Pence, Kent, Haven and Morton — ^had been 
in the latter's office about four o'clock on Monday 
afternoon. Mr. Morton's secretary was sure they had 
held no conference at this time, and said they soon left 
the buidilng. He thought they left together, and sup- 
posed they went away in carriages or in an automobile. 
It was not uncommon for men distinguished in the 
world of affairs to meet at Mr. Morton's office. Mr. 
Morton had arranged for an important conference 
with some railroad men at his office for the following 
morning at eleven o'clock. The correspondence files 
showed that fact conclusively. Mr. Morton had tele- 
phoned to his residence that he would not be home for 
dinner. This was not unusual. That was absolutely 
all that was known of Mr. Morton's moyements or 
plans. 

John M. Rockwell was in his office from eleven 
o'clock until about two in the afternoon. He trans- 
acted business as usual, and had planned to start on 
a trip to Chicago the following day. His private car 
had been ordered to the Pennsylvania depot. Andnis 
Carmody was to accompany him on this business jour- 
ney. Both of these gentlemen had left word at their 
residences that they would not be home to dinner. 
Hiram Haven did not leave his office until nearly four 
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o'clock. This was about his usual hour, and there was 
nothing in his correspondence or instructions to indi- 
cate that he would fail to be on hand at the regular 
hour on Tuesday morning. 

Mr. Kent's failure to arrive at his office nearly 
drove his brokers distracted. They admitted that he 
had left them certain commission^ to fill on Tuesday 
morning, but the nature of them or how they were 
executed they declined to make public. He left his 
office about four o'clock Monday afternoon, but did 
not say where he was going. 

For the first time in forty years Simon Pence failed 
to come home. Only on rare occasions did he remain 
away from a home dinner. He had stated that a 
business engagement would keep him in the city dur- 
ing the evening, but that he would be back at a season- 
able hour. The police officials were notified at mid- 
night of his failure to return to his residence. Not 
fully appreciating the significance of this event, they 
made no search for the missing man, and classed it 
among the cases of this kind so familiar to the hard- 
ened members of the night police force of the me- 
tropolis. 

This completes all that was known concerning this 
mystery. 

That the panic was beyond control was apparent long 
before the Stock Exchange opened Wednesday morn- 
ing. The Governors met and solemnly discussed the 
advisability of closing the Stock Exchange until some 
light was thrown on the mystery. They dreaded to 
take this step, but the situation was unprecedented. 
In ordinary emergencies, the banks, trust companies, 
life insurance companies and other representatives of 
capital had been able to meet and adopt a plan to 
protect the market, and thus avert a panic disastrous 
to all interests. But the great heads of the money 
power had vanished. The smaller lights who remained 
were in a state of physical as well as financial panic. 
Each imagined himself the next victim. Special po- 
licemen guarded all the offices, and every visitor was 
scrutinized as a possible kidnapper. Hundreds of ex- 
tra police officers were thrown into the financial dis- 
trict. All suspicious characters were arrested. 
Crowds were not permitted to assemble and a condi- 
tion approaching martial law prevailed. 



Digitized by 



Google 



108 Clever Business Sketches 

The Governors of the Stock Exchange finally de- 
cided to open the session as usual, reserving the power 
to suspend business if conditions warranted such pro- 
cedure. The market opened from two to five points 
below the close of the previous day. Several failures 
were announced. Street & Rogers bought about 
300,000 shares of stock in the first hour and then 
stopped. With their support withdrawn the panic 
increased. There were rimiors that Street & Rogers 
were heavily " long " and on the point of suspending. 
This the firm emphatically denied, and stated that 
they could stand a further drop of twenty-five points. 
On a call for margins they promptly furnished them. 

With the panic at its height, the Governors met to 
take action. A motion was made to suspend business 
on the Exchange. As a member arose to discuss this 
proposition, a messenger entered and handed the 
President a letter. It read as follows: 

Mr. M. L. Morton, New York City. 

Dear Sir: This is to inform you that I am alive and well. 
I shall be obliged to remain away from the city for a short 
time, possibly several weeks. You and my relatives and 
friends need not have the slightest fear for the safe return of 
myself and the gentlemen who are keeping me company. I 
remain, Very truly yours. 

May 2. PALMER J. MORTON. 

This letter was in Mr. Morton's handwriting and 
had been positively identified as genuine by his pri- 
vate secretary and by the oldest clerks in his office. 
These facts were hurriedly explained to the President 
of the Board of Governors, who adjourned the meet- 
ing and sounded the gong for attention on the floor 
of the Exchange. At that moment pandemonium 
reigned. A score of trading houses had failed, and 
others were on the point of suspension. Banks were 
calling loans. Money was quoted at two hundred 
per cent, on call loans, with gilt-edged stock as se- 
curity. Sugar was hovering around par, a drop of 
more than sixty points in less than forty-eight hours. 
The nerve-racked brokers expected the announcement 
of yet more disastrous news, and listened stolidly as 
the chairman waved his hand for quiet, cleared his 
voice, and began his reading. No one heard more than 
the close of the first sentence ; " I am alive and well" 
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The joyous voice of the gray-bearded old chairman 
told them that the message was from Palmer J. Mor- 
ton. What a shout went up! It was re-echoed by 
the vast mob which defied the police and swarmed into 
Broad and Wall streets. The enthusiastic clerks and 
customers cheered from every window. 

Some one produced an American flag and flung it 
to the breeze from the third story of the building. As 
if by magic flags appeared in every direction. Headed 
by a bank cashier, who furiously waved a flag sur- 
mounted by an eagle, an impromptu procession formed 
on Broad Street, marched yelling up Wall Street, past 
old Trinity church, and swept triumphantly north on 
Broadway. Thousands joined their ranks. They 
tramped down Park Row, cheered the newspaper 
offices, and were wildly demonstrative in front of 
The Record building. They then turned into the 
narrow defile of Nassau Street and filled this bi^stling 
thoroughfare from curb to curb. From thousands 
of windows happy business men and pretty type- 
writers waved flags and handkerchiefs. 

The panic was ended. Prices moved violently up- 
ward. In half an hour the face of the market was 
changed. In the whirl of speculative joy some stocks 
passed the high figures which had been reached at the 
opening on Monday morning. But while the agony 
of suspense was passed, and it was known that the 
missing men were safe, the case was yet shrouded in 
a mystery deep as ever. At the close of the day the 
market stood on a plane which averaged about ten 
points below the level established before the leaders 
of finance and speculation had vanished. It was 
noticed that Street & Rogers were persistent buyers 
from the moment the first news of the Morton letter 
was made public. Their sales were so small as to 
show that they represented but profit taking for regu- 
lar customers, and not the immense holdings of 
"long" stock which had been absorbed during the 
height of the panic. Their profits were roughly esti- 
mated at $35,000,000. 

The welcome letter was addressed to Mr. M. L. 
Morton, a brother of the great financier. It was in a 
plain white envelope and written on ordinary letter 
paper, with a single fold. The postmark on the letter 
was indistinct, but when put under a glass the inscrip- 
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tion pls^inly read, " Provincetown, Mass." The letter 
had been mailed at nine o'clock at night, and left the 
Cape Cod town on a late train. With slow connec- 
tions the letter reached New York in time for the 
10: 46 A. M. delivery. 1^ 

Here was a clue worth following. A special train 
with the best detective talent in New York, was pre- 
pared and dispatched to Provincetown. But the de- 
velopments which speedily followed, deepened the 
mystery and puzzled the cool-headed chief of the de- 
tective force. Between four and five o'clock the same 
afternoon letters were received by relatives of John 
M. Rockwell and Andrus Carmody. These letters 
were at once placed in the hands of the detectives and 
not made public. This was in compliance with in- 
structions which had been issued by the chief. The 
Rockwell letter was postmarked " Springfield, Massa- 
chusetts." The Carmody letter was mailed from a 
Harlem district in New York city. 

Early the following morning — ^Thursday — ^a letter 
from Albany, New York, was received from R. J. 
Kent, and .another' was mailed to the Simon Pence 
residence from Brooklyn. Mr. Hiram Haven was as 
yet unaccounted for, but late in the afternoon word 
was received from him from Philadelphia. These 
letters were of a purport similar to the Morton letter. 
They were written on several kinds of paper, and 
there was no uniformity in envelopes. The Pence let- 
ter was written with a lead pencil. 

The detectives descended on the peaceful citizens 
of Provincetown; which sand-girt village of Cape 
Cod found itself of a sudden possessed of the center 
of the stage. Probably no town in America affords 
less opportunities for secretiveness than Provincetown. 
There is but one street in the village — ^a narrow, wind- 
ing lane which follows the sinuosity of the harbor. 
To the west and south are the waters of the bay. To 
the north and east the white and ever-moving sand 
dunes threaten to engulf the little fishing town. 
Beyond these desolate wastes of sand the Atlantic 
thunders against miles of beach, relieved only by far- 
separated light-houses. 

But the detectives were not dismayed. The sum- 
mer season had not yet opened, though a few yachjs 
had swung into the cozy land-locked harbor, which re- 
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poses within the fish-book cape of sand to the west 
and south of the hamlet. There were hundreds of 
fishing boats at their deep-sea toil, and their skippers 
were interviewed. So were the trainmen and conduc- 
tors. The latter were positive that no man answering 
Mr. Morton's description had traveled over the single 
road which runs up Cape Cod peninsula. The only 
strangers who had arrived, were then stopping at the 
Puritan House. These men were seen, interviewed 
and abandoned as sources of information. Two de- 
tectives were left at Provincetown to continue the 
search for clues, and the others received telegraphic 
instructions to proceed to Springfield, Mass., and 
Albany, N. Y. 

On Friday the New York papers contained brief 
accounts of the disappearance of one L. Sylvester Vin- 
cent, a Chicago gentleman, who followed the profes- 
sion of promoting enterprises and inventions. Mr. 
Vincent had been stopping at the Broadway Central 
Hotel. He was described as a gentleman of impressive 
bearing and rare charms of conversation. Mr. Vin- 
cent had registered in the hotel two weeks before the 
time when his absence was noted. His hotel bill was 
due, and repeated efforts to present this little matter to 
Mr. Vincent's attention disclosed the fact that he had 
not been in his room since Monday night. An exami- 
nation of his effects revealed a much frayed evening 
suit, a small collection of unwashed linen, the pros- 
pectus of a plan for a ship canal connecting Pittsburg 
with Lake Erie, and a pocket dictionary. 

In the light of much greater events the fate of 
L. Sylvester Vincent made so feeble a flicker that it 
was imnoticed by the great reading public. 



CHAPTER VHI. 

" Kindly send my card to Mr. Van Home." 
The office boy bowed to a lady heavily veiled, 
accepted a card on which was printed " Helen Car- 
mody," bowed once again and disappeared for a mo- 
ment into an inner room. In a moment he reappeared, 
opened the connecting door and ushered the visitor 
into Mr. Van Home's private office. As the lady 
entered this room, she lifted the folds of her veil and 
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revealed a face, the pure beauty of which was but 
faintly dimmed by eyes whose lids showed traces of 
weeping. The natural whiteness of a skin perfect 
in the tints and shadings which can be painted only 
by the carmine of youth and health, was not less 
beautiful in the pallor caused by emotions which she 
struggled to master. The dark material of a street 
costume outlined a slender, graceful figure of medium 
height; a figure with the indefinable curves which en- 
thrall the fancy of the artist or sculptor, and defy the 
pen of the mosf appreciative writer. Dark eyes of 
expressive beauty were yet tender and sympathetic. 
Masses of dark hair were arranged with all of the 
tastes which renders the coiffure the crowning beauty 
of womanhood. The mouth was too yielding in the 
curving lines of the red lips to be classed as firm, yet 
it was the feminine type which clearly marked the 
courage and tenacity of the ancient and honorable fam- 
ily of Carmody. The teeth laughed to scorn the ideals 
of the dentist. Her apparel was rich in its simplicity ; 
the frame best suited for a woman of marked beauty 
of face and figure and grace of carriage. 

As she entered the Van Home office, Miss Carmody 
paused in evident surprise, but with no sign of con- 
fusion, as Mr. William Chalmers bowed and advanced 
to meet her. 

" I am pleased to receive you, and hope that I may 
be of some service to you, Miss Carmody," said Mr. 
Chalmers, as he motioned his visitor to a seat on a 
divan. " My name is Chalmers ; I am Mr. Van 
Home's managing editor." 

" I had expected to meet Mr. Van Home," said 
Miss Carmody. There was disappointment in the 
tone of her voice, but no displeasure at Mr. Chalmers' 
action showed in her expression, as she looked at that 
gentleman as if to ask for an explanation. 

" Mr. Van Home is in Europe," said Mr. Chalmers, 
as he took his place at his desk, and brushed aside the 
obtrusive butt of a half -smoked cigar. " He went on 
some important business, and no announcement was 
made of his departure. Mr. Van Home left for Eu- 
rope two weeks ago. He is now somewhere in 
Russia." 

" That is very unfortunate," said Miss Carmody. 
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The tears glistened in her eyes, and she held them 
back only by a too evident exercise of will power. 

" Miss Carmody," said Chalmers, in his rapid but 
cordial manner, " if your desire to see Mr. Van Home 
arises from any mission in which The Record is con- 
cerned, I am fully authorized to take his place. In his 
absence there is practically no limit to my authority." 

The eyes of the young lady brightened. She looked 
at the handsome face of the young managing editor 
with a mingled expression of hope and doubt. 

" I am afraid you cannot do that which I had in- 
tended to ask," Miss Carmody said. 

" I can do anything except suspend the publication 
of the paper," replied Chalmers with prompt fervor. 
" I should be tempted to even do that, if I imagined 
it could possibly relieve the distress which you are 
suffering." 

The pale face of the young lady flushed at this dec- 
laration, which was uttered with a sincerity which left 
no doubt as to the honesty of Mr. Van Home's repre- 
sentative. 

** That is the last request in the world I should 
make," she replied, after a moment's pause, in which 
the color Jeft her cheeks. " Mr. Chalmers," she con- 
tinued, in a voice tremulous in its decision, " I am 
going to submit something to you as if you were Mr. 
Van Home. I have known Mr. Van Home for many 
years. He has been a visitor at my father's house, 
and when father disappeared, I thought of asking him 
to aid me. My mother is dead, and the whole respon- 
sibiHty falls on me as his only child. The house is 
frequented by vulgar detectives, and they have driven 
me nearly frantic. One would think, from the ques- 
tions they ask, and the things they do, that I was 
suspected of being a party to my father's disappear- 
ance. And our well-meaning friends are almost as 
bad. They smother me with their sympathy. I am 
not looking for sympathy. I wish to find my dear 
father, and I have not the slightest confidence in the 
detectives, or in the methods which they have adopted." 

She paused for a moment, as if to consider how 
she should frame the request she had to make. Mr. 
Chalmers was deeply attentive. 

'* I am a great believer in the possibilities of such a 
newspaper as The New York Record," she said. " I 
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think that one good newspaper man is worth a dozen 
detectives. I do not believe the detectives will ever 
locate the men who have abducted my father — for it 
certainly is a case of abduction. I wish to place a sum 
of money in the keeping of The New York Record, 
a part of it to be offered by it as a public reward for 
the return of the men who have been kidnapped, and 
the other portion to be used under your personal direc- 
tion for the same purpose." 

Mr. Chalmers smiled, and, reaching into his desk, 
produced the proof of the copy of a headline which 
was yet wet with the printer's ink. 

" In a small way I had anticipated your plan," he 
said, as he handed her the proof. It read as follows: 

ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND DOLLARS 
REWARD! ! 



The New York Record Offers This Sum for Ac 

Rescue of the Missing Millionaires and tlie 

Capture of the Abductors! 



Certified Check for $100,000 Deposited by The 
Record in First National Bankr 

Miss Carmody's face was radiant with pleasure. 

" But you should not do that," said she. " It is not 
your place to devote this large sum of money for the 
benefit of those in whom you have but the general in- 
terest of all law-abiding citizens. As you know, my 
father is very wealthy. In my own name and right 
I have a large amount of money which I can obtain 
at any time. I am sure," she said with a smile, " that 
papa will return me any money I spend in trying to 
find him. You must let me advance this money. I 
wish to offer, through The Record, $260,000 reward, 
and in addition I wish you to employ in this search as 
large a number of your staff as you can spare, and 
have it done entirely at my expense. They will find 
that Ifem a liberal employer. Of course, I shall not 
publicly appear in the matter in any way. I have 
already contributed to the general fund which has 
been subscribed by the relatives of the missing men, 
but I have so little faith in the authorities and the 
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private detectives that I wish to take the step I have 
indicated. You must not refuse me. You know what 
you promised to do," and Miss Carmody blushed in a 
way which made her radiantly charming. 

If that young lady anticipated any prolonged resist- 
ance on the part of Mr. Chalmers she was unaware 
of the traits which had been developed by his news- 
paper experience as managing editor of The Record. 
He would have been delighted to have been able to 
offer a reward of a million. In fact, he had a head- 
line set up with that figure as the title, and it gave him 
a sensation of joy so keen it was with difficulty he 
lopped off an extra cipher and reduced it to $100,000. 
He then attempted to convince Miss Carmody that it 
would be a good plan to make the reward $350,000, 
of which The Record should contribute $100,000, 
but she would not listen to it, and for the first time in 
his career the young journalist was dictated to by an 
outsider. 

" I will tell you what we will do," he said, as he 
comprehended the possibilities and rose to the occasion. 
" We have a large staff, but not large enough to meet 
this emergency. I will detail ten of our best men to 
this work. Then I will secure ten pr twelve of the 
best men from other New York papers. Then there 
are some famous detective reporters in Chicago. We 
will have them. We will scour the country for all the 
talent which money can purchase. I will take per- 
sonal charge of this force, map out a plan, and keep at 
it. We shall succeed ; I know we shall succeed." 

Miss Carmody clapped her hands in her joy and en- 
thusiasm. All traces of sorrow and care had disap- 
peared from her face. She sprang to her feet and 
grasped Mr. Chalmers' hand. There was nothing of 
boldness in this action, nor did Mr. Chalmers construe 
it as such. It was joy natural to a generous-hearted 
girl who loved her father and appreciated the hearty 
sympathy which Mr. Chalmers expressed in his oflfer 
of co-operation. 

"You are just splendid!" she declared, her eyes 
dancing with excitement and pleasure. " I do not 
know how to thank you. You are right ; we are cer- 
tain to find papa. Oh, if there was anything I could 
do ! But," she said, with a little sigh, as she returned 
to her seat, " I will do all I can. You will let me 
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know everything that happens, will you not, Mr. 
Chalmers ? " 

" I will put in a private telephone and have it con- 
nected with your residence, if you will give your con- 
sent," Mr. Chalmers replied. 

" That is an excellent plan," said Miss Carmody. 
** Then it will not be necessary for me to come to 
your office and take up your time as I am now doing." 

" You need not let that disturb you," replied Chal- 
mers, with a broad smile. " Now that we are partners 
in this enterprise, I am going to be so bold as to ask 
you to be permitted — as Mr. Van Home's personal 
representative — to call at your residence as occasion 
may demand, and make a more consecutive report of 
what has been done than I could over the telephone." 

" It is unnecessary for me to give you permission," 
said Miss Carmody. " You may consider it a standing 
invitation, with as much of the nature of a command 
as I have the right to give." 

Thus the stress of a danger broke down the rigid 
conventionalities of society, and formed in a few mo- 
ments an acquaintance as free from restraint as if it 
had been the slowly nurtured product of years spent 
in the ball rooms or at other formal social functions. 
For an hour Mils Carmody and Mr. Chalmers dis- 
cussed their plans, while the city editor fumed iri the 
anteroom and the art department went on a vacation. 
Miss Carmody departed in high spirits, after cordially 
shaking hands with the managing editor, "who declared 
in his inmost heart that the departure of Mr. Van 
Home was the most propitious event in his career. 
The next moment he was in the maddening whirl of 
work incident to the routine of a daily newspaper. 

CHAPTER IX. 

CHALMERS HAS A SUSPICION. 

The mysterious fate of the six missing millionaires 
remained the one topic of discussion in New York 
City. All former sensations paled to dreary tame- 
ness. From every section of the country detectives 
flocked to the metropolis, attracted not only by the 
fabulous rewards, but by the fame which would crown 
the unraveling of the secret. 
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\Many and weird were the theories evolved by pro- 
fessional and amateur detectives. The favorite one 
was that the millionaires had been lured aboard a sub- 
marine boat, and were either traversing the depths of 
the ocean, or had sunk, owing to some unforeseen 
defect in the mechanism of the craft. The fact that 
no word was received from the kidnappers claiming the 
rewards or demanding a ransom gave color to this 
theory. The rewards aggregated two million dollars, 
and it was specifically stated that no questions would 
be asked and absolute imrnunity from prosecution was 
guaranteed. But no word from the missing capitalists 
had been received since the receipt of the letters from 
Provincetown, Springfield, Albany, New York, Brook- 
lyn and Philadelphia. It was as if the earth had 
opened and swallowed them. 

The crank was in his glory. An anarchist boldly 
announced that he belonged to a group at Patterson, 
New Jersey, and declared that they had made way 
with the millionaires in a manner which would never 
be revealed. He was arrested with a number of his 
alleged associates. Although a rigid investigation 
showed that there was no truth in his story, he and the 
others were detained to await developments. A mob 
made an attack on the jail in which the anarchists were 
imprisoned, and was repulsed after a conflict in which 
many were wounded and one killed. 

Tramps and vagabonds in various parts of the coun- 
try claimed to have knowledge of the crime, and se- 
cured free transportation to New York, where their 
tales proved but a subterfuge. Every newspaper office 
was deluged with letters containing suggestions and 
clues, all of which were found worthless. The police 
and detective departments never before attained such 
feverish and ineflFectual activity. Hundreds of men 
were arrested and subjected to the " third degree " of 
cross-examination — the modem prototype of the tor- 
ture chamber. Despite the fact that every man, 
woman and child in the metropolis constituted himself 
or herself a detective, spurred on by the fortune dang- 
ling before their eyes, the mystery remained impene- 
trable. 

From a thousand pulpits eloquent divines made the 
subject a theme for sermons. All social functions 
were abandoned, and those business pursuits de- 
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pendent on the amusements and expenditures of the 
wealthy suffered severely. The residences of million- 
aires were guarded day and night, and when the mag- 
nates went about their business, the close observer 
noted the ever-vigilant bodyguards in sight or hearing 
of the men of millions. 

It was on Wall Street that the blow fell with most 
force. The favorable reaction which came when 
word was received from Palmer J. Morton was not 
lasting. Wall Street is the embodiment of terror. It 
flees kt phantoms and is dimib in the presence of real 
danger. The heights of its optimism, when all is 
fair, can be measured only by the depths of its pes- 
simism when a shadow falls athwart the Street. 

Speculation is a study of mobs. It is the science of 
determining the probable action of unreason. It is the 
art of analyzing massed stupidity. Money is the only 
inanimate thing possessed of cowardice, and a stock 
exchange reflects and records its infantile error or its 
childish joy. 

Wall Street burned one day in the blaze of hope 
and chilled in the ice of despair the next. Great pro- 
jects which were pending were suspended. Stocks 
which had mounted -skyward on reports of coming 
consolidations, tumbled when the men who could exe- 
cute them vanished from the sight of mankind. The 
fountain sources of money and action were locked. 
The hundreds of new enterprises which had been 
launched, languished for want of the smile of gold. 
Money rates rose and bank clearances fell. The tend- 
ency was to magnify all bad news and to minimize 
all good news. Business decreased, until many 
brokers reduced their forces of clerks. The back of 
the market was broken. 

But the general condition of the country was too 
good to permit of a panic. The great corporations 
of which Messrs. Carmody, Rockwell, Haven and Mor- 
ton were the heads, continued business as if nothing 
had happened. These corporations were great ma- 
chines in which men were but cogs, and new leaders 
assumed their duties. Had it not been for the news- 
papers, the hundreds of thousands of men employed 
in these industries would not have known that any- 
thing uncommon had happened. A corporation is an 
animalism with a thousand heads — ^when one is lopped 
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off by death, disappearance or resignation, another 
grows in its place. Its appetite is unimpaired ; its ac- 
tivities unchecked. 

Before The New York Record went to press on the 
day when Miss Helen Carmody called on Mr. William 
Chalmers, that gentleman received a cablegram from 
Mr. Robert Van Home, the editor of the paper. It 
read as follows : 



St. Petersburg, Russia, May 4. 
William Chalmers: Offer in my name reward of $500,- 
000, and no questions asked, for return of millionaires. Put 
Hestor to work on case. Spare no expense. 

ROBERT VAN HORNE. 



" That settles it," said Mr. Chalmers, as he read and 
reread the yellow slip. " Let's see ; $500,000, and the 
$250,000 which Miss Carmody offers, is $750,000. 
That's an odd-looking number. It ought to be a 
million." ^ 

He went to the telephone, and for an hour was busy. 
He talked with representatives of the families of 
Rockwell, Kent, Haven, Pence and Morton, and each 
agreed to pledge $50,000 to The Record's reward fund. 
Chalmers was supremely happy. He sent for the fore- 
man of the composing room and designed a new cap- 
tion, the first line of which read: " THE RECORD 
OFFERS ONE MILLION DOLLARS RE- 
WARD!!" He then called Miss Carmody by tele- 
phone, and informed her what had been done. That 
young lady was delighted, but assured Mr. Chalmers 
that she would take it upon herself to see that the 
missing men paid every dollar of the reward. This 
was a mere detail to Chalmers, and when he had fin- 
ished his talk with Miss Carmody, the foreman re- 
turned with the new headline. Chalmers pinned it to 
the wall and stood off and admired it with the rapt 
expression of an art devotee lost in contemplation of 
a newly-discovered Raphael. 

" Print it in red," he said to the foreman. " Run it 
clear across the page. Below we will string a solid 
row of six half-tone portraits of the missing million- 
aires. We will make the reward payable in gold. 
How much does a million dollars in gold weigh? " 
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'/ am going to find out if there is anything in my suspicions." 
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He hunted up a book and made a calculation. Then 
he sent for Bixby, a member of the reportorial staff. 

" We are going to offer a reward of a million dollars 
in gold for the missing plutocrats," he said. " It will 
weigh 4,495 pounds, or more than two tons. Work 
up a good story about it. Tell what can be done with 
it ; how many loaves of bread it would buy ; how many 
people it would pay street car fare for; how long a 
procession a million men would make, and how many 
acres you could cover with one dollar bills. You know 
what I want. Get up a good yarn about it." 

" I have one calculation already," said Bixby. 

"What is it?"* 

" It would pay my salary 320 years, allowing that 
I got $60.00 a week," said Bixby. 

" That proves that you get too much," said Chal- 
mers. " You could not earn a million dollars in a thou- 
sand years. You might figure on how long it would 
take you to save a million if you cut out cigarettes. 
Get a move on. This is no reception room." ' 

Chalmers was a busy man during the two days fol- 
lowing the interview with Miss Carmody. He detailed 
ten of his men to exclusive work on the mystery and 
at considerable expense secured fifteen others from 
rival New York papers. Chicago was drawn on for 
five reporters, and he induced ten from other cities to 
join his newspaper detective force. This gave him a 
staff of forty men. 

John L. Stevens, of Chicago, was the most famous 
police and detective reporter of the country, and, after 
an interview with Mr. Chalmers, was appointed^ chief- 
of-staff under the direct supervision of the Managing 
Editor. 

" I have no theory about this mystery. Jack," said 
Chalmers, after they had discussed the case in all its 
details. " I have certain vague suspicions, but they are 
not founded on facts, and they may be dismissed from 
consideration. It is unnecessary for me to tell you, 
that the first thing to do is to establish the motive. 
What motives would a man or a number of men have 
in abducting these particular millionaires ? That is the 
question." 

" The first motive which suggests itself is the hope 
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of a ransom," said Jack Stevens, as every one called 
him. " I do not believe a ransom is the motive. 
Why? No man in his right senses could hope to make 
the bluff and get away with it. He might collect the « 
money, but he could not escape punishment. The men 
who planned this thing are shrewder than to play such 
a game. You will find that stock speculation is at 
the bottom of this affair. In my opinion, the men who 
planned this thing are right here in town. For that 
matter, the missing men may be in the city limits. The 
first thing to do is to determine who has profited by 
these mens' disappearance. Who were Street & 
Rogers acting for?" 

" They refuse to say," said Chalmers. " The police 
have demanded their books, and the question will be 
passed on by the court tomorrow. These books will 
throw no light on the subject. You may rest assured 
that they have covered up their tracks as far as stock 
books are concerned. The account will probably stand 
in the name of a member of the firm. They have 
plenty of money, and were probably winners from the 
start. From Monday noon they were on 'velvet.' 
Later they did nothing but pyramid their profits. The 
question is, who were they acting for? Perhaps they 
were acting for themselves. They practically say so." 

" I will put twenty men on Wall Street tomorrow," 
said Stevens. " I am going out to Provincetown to- 
night with ten men, and I have detailed the others to 
various points in the city. By the way, has that man 
L. Sylvester Vincent been heard of ? " 

" Who is he ? " asked Chalmers. 

" You had a paragraph about him yesterday," said 
Stevens. " He is missing from the Broadway Central 
Hotel. Has not been seen since Monday night. He 
may have something to do with it. I have sent a man 
to Chicago for his record." 

Stevens went away and left Chalmers to his re- 
flections. The managing editor leaned back in his 
chair and gazed for a long time at the ceiling. Then 
he lit a cigar and blew rings of smoke at the wall 
above, as if to bombard it into a surrender of the 
secret. He placed his feet on the desk and allowed 
his mind to wander at will over the dark fields of the 
mystery. There was no thoroughfare. Chalmers 
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leaned back until the office chair threatened to fall. He 
then stood up, kicked it savagely and paced up and 
down the room. 

" It's .queer ; mighty queer." Mechanically he 
picked up Mr. Van Home's cablegram and read it. 

" Put Hestor to work on the case," he mused. " I 
will do right well putting Hestor to work on the case. 
I wish I knew where I could find him." 

When preoccupied, Chalmers had a habit of draw- 
ing perspectives of cubes on a tablet of writing paper. 
On these occasions he outlined innumerable cubes and 
shaded them in a way entirely satisfactory to himself, 
but hardly in conformity to the canons of art. He 
crumpled the paper into a wad and accurately snapped 
it out of the window. There was a rap on the 
door. Chalmers glared angrily in the direction of 
the sound, but said nothing. The office boy did not 
rap again; he was too well trained to make that mis- 
take. The visitor was informed that Mr. Chalmers was 
not in. 

" Hestor came in here on Saturday," muttered Chal- 
mers, as he hurled a pile of unoffending exchanges 
in the direction of the waste basket. " He said he was 
compelled to make a hurried trip to Europe, and ex- 
pected to sail on Monday or Tuesday in his yacht, the 
' Shark.* That makes me think that I promised to 
insert a notice about his departure. I had forgotten all 
about it." 

Mr. Chalmers consulted a memorandum and wrote 
the following notice, sending it to the composing room : 

"Walter B. Hestor, the famous journalist, accompanied 
by Mr. Sidney Hammond, has departed on a cruise in Med- 
iterranean waters on his steam yacht the * Shark.' He will 
combine business with a pleasure trip, and readers of The 
Record may confidently await a series of entertaining let- 
ters from its talented correspondent. Mr. Hestor will be 
abroad several weeks." 

" Queer chap, that Hestor," mused Mr. Chalmers, as 
he relit his cigar. " Of course, it's only a coincidence, 
but I cannot help thinking about it." 

Chahners paced up and down the room with his 
head thrown back and his eyes half closed in thought. 
He attempted to recall every word and action of Hes- 
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tor's during the days immediately preceding his de- 
parture. 

" It's too deep for me," he. said, as he returned to 
his desk and mechanically picked up the Van Home 
cablegram. " What does Hestor want in the Mediter- 
ranean ? How in thunder am I going to reach him ? *' 

He turned the knob on the door to Hestor's private 
office. It was locked, and Chalmers knew it was 
locked. He sent for the janitor. 

" Have you a key to that door? '* 

" No, sir. Mr. Hestor has the only key," the janitor 
replied. 

" Take off the lock and put in a new one," he said. 
" We must have a room for Mr. Stevens and some of 
his men. Hestor may be mad, but I cannot help it." 

The door was soon opened and Chalmers entered. 
The heavy oak desk was closed. At the base of the 
door, opening into the hall, were a number of letters 
which had been dropped through a slit by the post- 
man. When Hestor returned from his long expedi- 
tions he frequently foimd a bushel basket full of accu- 
mulated letters. 

There were perhaps a dozen letters now lying on 
the floor. Chalmers picked them up and looked at the 
inscriptions. Three were in dainty white envelopes 
and sealed with wax. Chalmers glanced at them and 
threw them back on the floor. One bore the name of a 
big grocery house. Another was from a liquor house. 
A third was from a furniture establishment. Yet 
another was from a billiard table manufacturer. The 
fifth contained the address of a dealer in smoked and 
canned meats. There was one from a manufacturer 
of awnings, one from a piano house and another from 
a dealer in guns, fishing tackle afid sporting goods. 
There were several other letters with the names of 
well-known New York merchants on their upper left- 
hand corners. 

" Hestor is quite a business man," mused Chalmers, 
as he sorted over the letters. "These are bills. I 
knows a bill as a cat knows his home. Bills for stuff on 
his yacht, I suppose. Very likely. I wonder what they 
are. There is a way to find out, and I am going to do 
it. This is all wrong, perhaps, but I am going to find 
out if there is anything in my suspicions. Hestor is 
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a queer fish. He left New York the night these men 
disappeared. Where did he go? Van Home wants 
him to work on this case. It is my duty to locate him. 
Hestor would be glad to take hold of a mystery like 
this. It is right in his line." 

In this way, Chalmers stifled his conscience — if he 
had such an anomaly as a newspaper conscience — ^and 
copied the business address on the envelopes. He then 
threw them on the floor. When the janitor had fitted 
a new lock to the door, Chalmers closed the room and 
put the keys in his desk. If the janitor wondered that 
Jack Stevens and his men did not use the Hestor of- 
fice, he was wise enough not to say anything. The 
janitor of a metropolitan newspaper office is possessed 
of more secrets than a prime minister. 

Mr. Chalmers sent for a reporter named Benson, 
a cautious, self-possessed gentleman who could ex- 
tract infomiation from sources barren to all but the 
select few who are masters of the art. It was not 
necessary to waste words with Mr. Benson. He thor- 
oughly understood his business. 

"Here are some business addresses, Benson," said 
Chalmers, handing him a slip of paper. " I promised 
Mr. Hestor I would attend to certain bills as they be- 
came due. Go to these houses and ask for itemized 
statements of any bills against Mr. Hestor. If neces- 
sary, explain that Mr. Hestor has suddenly been de- 
tailed to work abroad and that through an oversight he 
neglected to leave the key to his room where his mail 
is delivered. You should have no difficulty. Mer- 
chants seldom object to the prompt settlement of ac- 
counts. This is a personal matter, concerning no other 
member of the staff." 

Mr. Benson bowed, said not a word and quietly left 
the room. Late in the afternoon he was admitted to 
Mr. Chalmers' office. He produced from a deep in- 
side pocket a small package and handed it to Chal- 
mers. 

" There they are," he said. 

"All of them?" 

Mr. Benson nodded an affirmative, turned on his 
heel and vanished. 

Mr. Chalmers examined the slips with much interest. 
The first one was from a furniture house. It was an 
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itemized bill for a long list of articles, among which 
were the following: 

Twelve brass bedsteads @ $40.00 $480.00 

Twelvte hair mattresses @ 35.00 420.00 

Thirty-six chairs @ 4.00 144.00 

Twenty-four chairs @ 6.00 144.00 

Twelve leather sofas @ 75.00 900.00 

Two leather sofas @ 125.00 250.00 

Twelve center tables @ 40.0(J 480.00 

One dining table 300.00 

One sideboard 500.00 

Two library cases @ 125.00 250.00 

Twelve willow rockers @ 10.00 120.00 

Twelve rugs @ 60.00 720.00 

One rug *. 250.00 

Four writing desks @ 100.00 400.00 

Miscellaneous furniture 1,600.00 



$6,958.00 



Chalmers studied these items long and earnestly. 

" Looks as if Hestor had started a hotel or boarding 
house," reflected the managing editor. "A twelve- 
room boarding house. That is not the kind of furni- 
ture he would put up in a New York house. He has 
his own bachelor apartment. I have been in it a score 
of times. It is full of furniture, and mighty fine 
furniture." 

He read and re-read the furniture bill. Then he 
leaned back in his chair and invoked the resources 
of a memory trained to its work and responsive as the 
muscles of an athlete or the fingers of a virtuoso. 

" It is about a year," he reflected, " since Hestor 
invited Bob Van Home, Blake and myself to dinner 
at the Waldorf, and after dinner went to his apart- 
ment. He was loquaciously mysterious about some 
house he was building. Bob Van Home had been talk- 
ing about a summer joint he was going to erect out 
on Long Island. Hestor said he was building one 
which would make Bob's look like thirty cents. He 
raved about the scenery and all that. Seems to me as 
if he said something about palm trees. Bob asked him 
where it was, and he shut up like a clam." 

Chalmers reflected. *' He said ' palm trees ' all right. 
Seems to me as if I said something about alligators. 
Then he closed up and said nothing." 

Chalmers ^examined the other statements. They 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 127 

were bills of various kinds — for stocks of canned 
goods, smoked meats, condensed milk and the multi- 
tudinous articles which would be used by a well- 
equipped camping party. They were dated betwewi 
the 25th and the 29th of April, and were rendered 
on the first of the month. It was late in the after- 
noon when he was through with this work. 

About eleven o'clock that night Qialmers received 
a telegram from Mr. Bernard Seymour dated from 
Chicago. Mr. Seymour had been detailed by Jack 
Stevens to hunt up the Chicago record of L. Sylvester 
Vincent. Se)rmour had the reputation of being a 
whirlwind at newspaper detective work. It was Sey- 
mour who solved the Dr. Cronin murder mystery. 
He discovered the famous Carlson cottage, and cov- 
ered himself and his paper with glory. Seymour never 
allowed a sensation to grow cold when he was work- 
ing on it. He believed in furnishing news. There 
were some who criticized his work, asserting that with 
him accuracy was but a minor consideration. In re- 
cent years Se)rmour had not been offered a chance to 
regild his fame, and he started for Chicago fully de- 
termined to emblazon his name so high on the news- 
paper dome, that envy and spleen could not reach or 
tarnish it. 

Seymour was first heard of in the following bulle- 
tin, filed in Chicago at eight o'clock that night : 

Chicago, May 8. 
To William Chalmers, Managing Editor The New York 
Record: 
L. Sylvester Vincent is the kidnapper. He formed plan 
in Chicago two months ago. Has been seen in conference 
with Joseph Reiterman and other big stock operators. 
Was probably backed by them to abduct Rockwell, Car- 
mody, Kent, Pence, Haven and Morton. Vincent is a 
plausible but desperate character. Have big story. Can 
send ten thousand words. How much do you want? 

BERNARD SEYMOUR. 

Chalmers wired the impetuous Seymour to send 
nothing except a brief statement of the facts he had 
learned ; not for publication, but for the private infor- 
mation of Mr. Stevens and himself. Chalmers then 
wired Stevens to put his men at work at Province- 
town, and return to New York at once. He received 
a telephone message from Miss Carmody asking him 
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to call at her residence if convenient, and in fifteen 
minutes an automobile landed him at the Carmody 
mansion. 

He found Miss Carmody with Miss Edith LeRoy, 
Miss DeNeuville and Mrs. Isabel White, the latter 
being the widowed aunt of Miss Carmody, and a most 
charming chaperone to that young lady. Mr. Chal- 
mers was acquainted with all the ladies except Mrs. 
White. All were eager for the latest news. Mr. 
Chalmers repeated Mr. Van Home's instructions about 
the reward, and displayed a copy of the headlines and 
the leading article for the following day. He told what 
had been done in the way of forming a detective staflF. 

" We now have forty men detailed exclusively to 
this work," he said. " Ten are with Mr. Stevens at 
Provincetown and others are at various points selected 
by Mr. Stevens and myself. I know you ladies will 
excuse me if I ask for a few minutes' private conversa- 
tion with Miss Carmody. We must all do what we 
can to advance her interests, and this is a matter in 
which she is especially concerned, and no precautions 
can be omitted." 

" Certainly we will excuse you," said Mrs. White. 

" Why, of course," said Miss Le Roy and Miss 
De Neuville. But these young ladies were devoured 
of curiosity and would have given anything quietly 
to have stepped into the adjoining room and over- 
heard the subdued conversation between Miss Car- 
mody and the managing editor. 

Chalmers briefly recited the story of L. Sylvester 
Vincent and told of the telegram be had received from 
Seymour at Chicago. 

"This is a clew worth following," said Mr. Chal- 
mers. " I do not suppose you ever heard your father 
speak about a man named Vincent ? " 

Miss Carmody was sure that her father had never 
mentioned the name. It was an odd one, and she 
would have remembered it. # 

" Did Mr. Vincent ever call here? Your butler or 
footman might know." 

Miss Carmody rang a bell. 'K servant appeared. 

" Tell Smith I wish to see him," said Miss Car- 
mody, 

" Do you keep the cards of all who call on Mr. 
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Carmody ? " asked Miss Carmody, as the butler stood 
in the doorway. 

" Yes, Miss 'Elen." 

" Bring the cards which have been received in the 
past three or four weeks." 

The butler bowed, disappeared, and soon returned 
with a formidable assortment of cards. These were 
spread out on the table, and Miss Carmody and Mr. 
Chalmers began an examination of them. 

" This is a new game of cards. Miss Carmody," said 
Chalmers, glancing at his lovely companion. " The 
one who finds the right name wins." 

" I win ! " said Miss Helen, her eyes flashing with 
excitement. " Here it is." 

She passed a neatly engraved card to Mr. Chalmers. 
That gentleman took it and read : 



L. Sylvester Vincent. 



Inventor, Mechanical Expert 
and Promoter, 

CHICAGO. 



" Here is another one," said Miss Carmody. They 
looked at all the cards and found four with the 
name of L. Sylvester Vincent. She sent for Smith. 

"Do you remember the gentleman who presented 
these cards ? " she asked. 

Smith looked at the cards a moment and said : " I 
remember 'im very well, Miss 'Elen. The first time 
'e came 'e walked right in and 'ung up 'is 'at before I 
could stop 'im. 'E said 'e 'ad an happointment with 
Mr. Carmody. I took 'is card to Mr. Carmody and 'e 
said 'e did not know 'im, and would not see 'im. I 
told 'im Mr. Carmody was not at 'ome. 'E said 'e 
would wait. I told 'im that Mr. Carmody saw no one 
on business at his residence. 'E said 'e knew that, 
but 'e 'ad to sail for Lunnon the next day and must 
see Mr. Carmody that night. Finally 'e went away.'* 

"What kind of a looking man was he?" asked 
Chalmers. 
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"'E was a large man with a red face, sir," said 
Smith. " 'E 'ad a big moustache, and was not a bad 
lookin' sort of a chap, sir. 'E wore a silk hat and 
'ad a roll of paper imder 'is arm, sir. 'E was very 
bold, sir; extremely bold, sir. 'E gave me much 
trouble, sir. The next night 'e came again. 'E said 
'e 'ad postponed 'is trip to Limnon on purpose to see 
Mr. Carmody, sir. I took 'is card to Mr. Carmody, 
and Mr. Carmody was very hangry, sir. 'E came 
twice more when I was not on the door, sir." 

"Very well. Smith, that is all," said Miss Car- 
mody. She looked at Mr. Chalmers with an expression 
half of interrogation and half of confidence in his 
ability to solve the riddle. The chatter of Miss Le Roy 
sounded musical as it came through the drawn por- 
tieres. The news-boys were "working the street" 
with a late edition. In the distance their cries sounded 
like the "honking" of wild geese; one boy with a 
shrill high note, and the other grumbling in a mourn- 
ful bass. 

" Hi, yi, hi, ya ! — ^hum, ha-a-a-r-r, ru-u-u-u-m ! AH 
about the-e-r hu-u-m. All erbout de lost millnares! 
Wttrl Extra ! All erbout de great myst'ry ! hu-u-u-m, 
ru-u-u-m. AH erbout '* 

The shrill soprano, as the boys passed the man- 
sion, rose above the growl of the boy on the opposite 
side of the street. They passed on until their voices 
were lost in the pervading hirni of the city. A shadow 
passed over the face of Miss Carmody, but it lasted 
onlv for a moment. 

It is remarkable that so many things should point 
to this man Vincent," said Mr. Chalmers. " He dis- 
appeared the same time your father did. He had been 
here several times the week before. And, on top of 
this, our man Seymour wires that Vincent is the man." 

"Do you think that he is, Mr. Chalmers?" Miss 
Carmody looked eagerly into the eyes of the managing 
editor, and that gentleman was so hypnotized that he 
was lost at the moment for an answer. 

" I— I— no, I do not think he is," said Mr. Chal- 
mers. " It is probably nothing more than a coinci- 
dence." 

" But your Mr. Se3miour seems so sure that Vin- 
cent is at the bottom of the mystery," said Miss Car- 
mody. f 
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** Seymour is a good reporter, but he is too 
emotional at times," said Chalmers, smiling. " He is 
like many of our detectives who first make up their 
minds, and then make the facts fit to prove their the- 
ory. It is better to get the facts first, and form your 
theory later. Of course, Seymour may have some im- 
portant clues, but he did not send them in his bulletin. 
I have good reason for suspecting a certain person of 
complicity in this matter, and I have some facts which 
seem to fortify my suspicions, but I would not dream 
of making a charge against him. In a few days I shall 
know more." 

" You must not tell me a thing that you deem wise to 
keep to yourself," said Miss Carmody. " I know that 
women are charged with inordinate curiosity — ^and I 
have my full share of it — ^but my only wish is to do all 
I can to find my father, and to help you in every possi- 
ble way. How I wish there was something I could 
do!" 

" By the way, there is something you can do, if you 
will," said Chalmers. 

" What is it? " Miss Carmody was much interested. 

" It has but an indirect bearing on this case," said 
Chalmers. " Mr. Van Home cabled me today to have 
Mr. Walter B. Hestor work on this mystery. Now, 
Mr. Hestor has gone to Europe with Mr. Sidney Ham- 
mond. I forgot to ask him where he would make his 
first landing. Hestor and Miss Le Roy are friends. 
Hestor said something to me concerning a dinner 
party he gave about a week before he went away, and 
if my memory serves me right, he said Miss LeRoy 
was present. Will you ask her about this dinner party? 
It is likely that Hestor may have talked over his plans 
with Miss LeRoy or Mr. Hammond. We wish to 
get into communication with Mr. Hestor at once. He 
IS the most brilliant newspaper correspondent of the 
time. His assistance would be invaluable." 

" I will do so before Miss Le Roy leaves tonight," 
said Miss Carmody. " I am glad there is something I 
can do. Is it not too bad that Mr. Hestor went away 
just Vhen he did? He is so fond of big sensations 
that he would have delighted in this one, and would 
have done all in his power to solve it." 

" Find out who made up the members of this din- 
ner party and I will call you up tomorrow and you 
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can tell me," said Mr. Chalmers. " The Record is to 
be congratulated on so charming an addition to its 
reportorial staff." 

" ^y assignment is an easy one," said Miss Helen, 
as Chalmers rose to go. " Must you go so soon, Mr. 
Chalmers? Won't you stay and join us in a cup of 
coffee?" 

" I should be more than pleased to do so," said Mr. 
Chalmers, " but we have an important paper tomorrow, 
and one difficult to handle. I promised my assistants 
I would return at a certain hour, and I have just 
enough time to make the distance in." 

Mr. Chalmers made his apologies to Mrs. White, 
Miss Le Roy and Miss De Neuville. Miss Carmody 
accompanied him to the door and thanked him ear- 
nestly for the interest he was taking in solving the 
mystery. She extended her hand at parting and shook 
hands, not with the cold conventional touch, but with 
the hearty clasp of a good friend. 

"That girl is a trump," said Chalmers to himself 
as he settled back in the auto and was whirled down 
the street. " She is a daughter to be proud of. What 
a wife she would make ! How would it read ? * The 
wedding cermony of Mr. William Chalmers, the gifted 
journalist, and Miss Helen Carmody, heiress to the 
Carmody millions, was the fitting climax to the social 
season. The church was thronged with * — I wonder 
how in the devil I am going to put four big stories on 
the first page of tomorrow's paper? The need of the 
Tiour is a paper with but one page, and that the front 
one. It would be a joy to make up such a paper. Oh, 
well, it's all in a lifetime ! The more I think about it, 
the more I believe that Hestor is at the bottom of this 
business. He is perfectly daffy about news sensations. 
K he has determined to go into the business of manu- 
facturing news, he has made a good start. But it 
cannot be possible. He would not dare do such a 
thing. But stranger things have happened. He was 
mightj busy for a week before he went away. What 
in thunder did he do with all that furniture ? I predict 
I shall know more about it before tomorrow night. He 
bought enough food to provision a dozen men for six 
months. Perhaps they were for his crew? But you 
do not provide six dozen cases of Scotch whiskey and 
all the table luxuries of Sherry or Delmonico for a 
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yacht's crew. It's too deq) for me. Hestor always 
was a queer fellow. I don't believe in millionaire 
newspaper amateurs. One on a paper is enough. Van 
Home ilone would drive a temperance fanatic to drink, 
if he had to * managing editor ' him. But Bob is easy 
compared with Hestor. Oh, well, forget it. Miss 
Carmody is a charming girl, even if her father is rich. 
She cannot help it. I'll bet she will pimip that chatter- 
box of a Le Roy dry of all she knows about Hestor. 
Miss Carmody is a wise little girl. You wait here for 
me, Joe," said Chalmers, addressing the driver, as he 
reached The Record building. " I will be out in an 
hour." 

When Miss Carmody returned to her guests. Miss 
Le Roy at once monopolized the conversation. 

" Isn't Mr. Chalmers handsome ? " she said, clasp- 
ing her hands. " I think he is perfectly fovely. Such 
deep brown eyes and such wavy hair. And he is so 
easy in his manner. Did you see how he disposed of 
us as if we were children who were in his way? I 
would resent such a thing in most men, but it comes 
naturally to Mr. Chalmers. I suppose he is so used 
to managing a lot of newspaper men that the handUng 
of a few women is a matter of no consequence. But 
he is just splendid; don't you think so, Helen?" 

" He certainly is," said Miss Carmody. " I can talk 
to him just as if he were my big brother." 

" The adopted big brother is always an interesting 
character," said Mrs. White. " Sometimes he changes 
his relationship." 

Miss Carmody blushed, laughed good-naturedly, and 
changed the subject. 

" By the way," she said, addressing Miss Edith Le 
Roy, " Mr. Chalmers informs me that Mr. Van Home 
has cabled him to ask Walter Hestor to take charge 
of the search for the missing men. Mr. Hestor sailed 
for Europe before this happened. Mr. Chalmers 
thought that possibly you might know his first destina- 
tion abroad. He left no word with Mr. Chalmers, 
and he is anxious to communicate with Mr. Hestor 
without delay." 

" I am sure I have not the remotest idea," said Miss 
Le Roy. " I have not seen Walter since the night 
w« went to the opera and then had supper at Delmon- 
ico's. He said nothing about his European trip at that 
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time. The first I heard about it was on Saturday, 
when I received a brief letter from Walter saying he 
had to go abroad on business and would write or cable 
as soon as he landed. I remember now that I was real 
angry with him at the supper. He did not talk to us 
girls at all. He and Sidney Hammond were talking 
about trusts and all that dreary sort of thing. They 
are perfect cranks on social reform. They are always 
scheming to belter things. I think things are perfectly 
lovely as they are, don't you? Why men like Walter 
Hestor and Sidney Hammond should be worrying 
about the woes of the common people is something I 
can never understand." 

" Who were at the supper? " Miss Helen asked. 

"Oh, I forget. Who were there. Miss DeNeu- 
ville?" 

Miss DeNeuville wrinkled her pretty brows and 
thought deeply for a few moments. 

" We go to so many places it is difficult to remem- 
ber," she said. " Let me see : there was Sidney Ham- 
mond and his sister Olive — ^that's two — ^Walter Hes- 
tor and Miss LeRoy — ^that's four — Mr. Blake and 
Miss Meredith — ^that's six — ^and Mr. Converse and 
myself — ^that's eight." 

"You are right, Lillian, I remember now," said 
Miss Le Roy. " What a splendid memory you have! 
I can never remember anything." 

" Walter and Sidney were talking about a big con- 
vention of the leaders of trusts," said Miss DeNeu- 
ville. " I know Walter was very enthusiastic about 
it, as he always is about everything. I did not hear 
either of them say anything about going to Europe." 

Soon after this, Miss Le Roy and Miss De Neuville 
rolled away iri their carriages, and the big Carmody 
mansion was dark as it frowned on Fifth Avenue. 



CHAPTER X. 

SOME DETECTIVE WORK. 

Mr. Chalmers found a telegram awaiting him from 
Chicago. It read as follows : 

Chicago, May 6. 
William Chalmers, Managing Editor New York Record: 

L. Sylvester Vincent undoubtedly head of conspiracy. 
He has been planning it for months. Left Chicago three 
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weeks ago with letters of introduction to Carmody, Rock- 
well, Morton, Haven and Pence. Has frequently been 
heard to boast that he would " do them." Have just ob- 
tained information of Vincent's whereabouts. Will wire 
all developments. Wire me $400 to Planter's Hotel, St 
Louis. 

BERNARD SEYMOUR. 

Chalmers expressed the opinion that Seymour was 
"barking at a knot," but he answered the telegram 
and sent the money as requested. The managing 
editor was far from sharing Jack Stevens's high opin- 
ion of Mr. Seymour's detective abilities, but was too 
much of a disciplinarian to interfere with the latter's 
plans. He knew that Mr. Seymour would prove an 
expensive luxury, but Chalmers had been trained to 
ignore money as a factor in newspaper ventures. He 
dismissed the enterprising Seymour from his thoughts. 

The following morning Jack Stevens returned from 
Provincetown. He had learned nothing, but had as- 
signed his men in such a way that he predicted results 
would follow. Chalmers explained to Stevens what he 
had learned from following up the clue offered by the 
letters found in Hestor's office. ^ 

"I will give this my personal attention," said 
Stevens. "Within two hours I will find where that 
furniture and stuff went to." 

" Be very careful what you say or do. Jack," cau- 
tioned Chalmers. " The fact that Hestor bought a lot 
of furniture proves nothing in itself. Say nothing to 
make these furniture people suspicious. They are 
likely to wonder at our sudden interest in Hestor's 
affairs." 

"Don't you worry about that," said Stevens. "I 
will not see the members of the firm at all. I will 
trace the stuff from the teamster who hauled it, or get 
the facts from the shipping clerk. I will make no bad 
breaks." 

Stevens was not away two hours before he returned. 
He was excited, but happy. 

"Well?" said Chalmers. 

" That furniture went on board the ' Shark,' " said 
Jack Steyens. " It not only went aboard the ' Shark,' 
but it went into the hold of the boat. I found the 
two teamsters who hauled it. I made them believe 
I was one of the clerks of the furniture house, and 
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explained that a complaint had been made that two 
chairs were missing. They told me all about it. The 
* Shark ' was anchored off Twenty- fourth Street. 
They took the furniture there and helped put it in the 
yacht. I told them the matter was of no consequence, 
and convinced them that suspicion was not directed 
against them. I also found out about the billiard 
table^ That also went on board the yacht. So did 
the piano." 

"There is no use bothering about the rest of the 
stuff," said Chalmers. " It went to the same place. 
Well what do you think of it?" 

" I do not know your man Hestor," said Stevens. 
" Were he not worth more millions than I have dollars, 
I should say he was under suspicion." 

" We will so regard him, nothwithstanding his 
money," said Chalmers, deliberately. " Pick out two 
or three good men and trace his actions as best you can 
up to the time he went away. He keeps bachelor 
apartments uptown. I will get you the address. He 
has several servants, including a coachman. He is 
quite modest in his tastes. The servants should not 
be suspicious, if you go at them discreetly." 

Stevens had no trouble in interviewing the servants 
of the Hestor establishment. He learned nothing of 
any consequence until he located the coachman. That 
dusky gentleman proved a mine of information. 

" Marster Walter tole me nothin' 'bout whar he wuz 
gwine," said Mr. Napoleon Spencer. " De last time I 
dun see Marster Walter wuz on de pier, an' he shook 
bans good-by an' left er twenty dollar gold piece dar." 
And Napoleon looked at his hand as if to again 
see that treasure sparkling in his palm. 

" Where was that, Mr. Spencer? " 

"Down be de pier at der Battery," explained Na- 
poleon. " Dere's whar de ' Shark ' was a-lajrin*." 

"Who was with Mr. Hestor? Did any one ride 
with him in the carriage? Tell me all about it." 

"Thar ain't much to tell, boss," said Napoleon. 
" Marster Walter tole me to drive down town an' 
meet him in front of de Record orfice at half-past 
three. I dun so, an' he tole me to drive over ter 
Broadway, as he 'lowed ter pick up Mister llammond 
and another gemman who was gwine ter see him off 
de * Shark.' I done so, and dese gemmen comes down 
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de steps, gets in de carriage and I drives dem away. 
Dat's all der is to it?" 

" What building did you go to? " 

" De Girmody buildin', on Broadway, sah," said 
Napoleon. 

" Do you know Mr. Hammond when you see him? " 

" No, sah." 

" What kind of looking men were those who got ia 
the carriage? Will you have a fresh cigar, Mr. 
Spencer?" 

"Thank yer, boss. Dey was moighty fine lookin* 
gemmen," said Napoleon. " Dey was oldish lookin' 
gemmen, and dey 'peared mighty important, sah." 

" Did you see any one else on the yacht? " 

" Dar was several gemmen on de upstairs part of de 
boat," said Napoleon. "Dat's a mighty fine seegar 
you smoke, boss. Dat tastes like de kine Marster 
Walter smokes." 

" You don't know how long the yacht remained at 
the pier, do you?" 

" De * Shark ' sailed right erway as I left, sah," said 
Napoleon. " While I war a-fixin' ther harness of der 
off hos§, de cap's gave de orders an' de ' Shark ' sailed 
out inter de bay. Marster Walter didn't say nothin' 
ter me erbout whar he was a'gwine or when he would 
come back. Marster Walter's a mighty particular man 
erbout sich things, sah." 

" Much obliged, Mr. Spencer," said Jack Stevens. 
" We want to send a cablegram to him as soon as 
possible. Good-day." 

" Good-bye, boss. Sorry 1 cawnt tole yer nothin* 
mo* erbout him. Marster Walter's a mighty hard 
man to find when he's gwine erway, sah. Good- 
bye, sah." 

Jack Stevens lost no time in acquainting Chalmers 
with what he had learned. They no longer had any 
doubt they were on the right trade. 

"But what did he do such a thing for?" asked 
Stevens. " It is all Greek to me. Talk about motives ! 
What motive would a man like Hestor have in kid- 
napping such men as these ? He has plenty of money. 
He would not demand a ransom. Most of these men 
have known him since he was a boy; so I am told. 
His father was a big figure in Wall Street. What the 
devil was his motive?" 
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" I will never tell you," said Chalmers. " He has 
always been more or less crazy about the newspaper 
business. That interview with the Czar turned his 
head. This is probably his coup de maitre. If so, it 
is a wonder ! " 

" How much better of? are we, now that we believe 
Hestor is the man?" asked Stevens. " Where is he? 
That is the question. How are we to find him? " 

" You may as well call off your men at Province- 
town," said Chalmers, after a pause, in which both 
did some hard thinking. They can find nothing there. 
If Hestor did this job, he probably brought the 
* Shark ' into Cape Cod bay and posted the letter 
from Provincetown. Then he dropped a man off at 
or near Boston and had him mail the various letters 
from Springfield, Albany and the other places. It 
requires no great reasoning to see through that. The 
last letter came from Philadelphia. Hestor may have 
made the trip himself. It would be just like him. If 
so, the yacht probably picked him up at some point 
along the South Atlantic coast." 

" It strikes me that the thing to do is to ascertain 
if Hestor loaded any building materials into that 
yacht," said Stevens. " If he did, he is planning to 
build a house to put that furniture in. If not, the 
house probably is built." 

" I have reason to believe the house is already 
constructed," said Chalmers. He told Stevens of Hes- 
tor's talk about his house, the night after the Waldorf- 
Astoria dinner. While they were considering this 
phase of the case, the news editor entered with a tele* 
gram. It read as follows : 

St. Louis, May 7. 
To William Chalmers, Managing Editor New York 
Record: 

Have arrested L. Sylvester Vincent. He refuses to make 
confession. How much shall I send? Big story. Can 
wire ten thousand words before midnight. Wire $200.00, 

BERNARD SEYMOUR. 

"Your man Seymour is a dream," said Chalmers, 
passing the telegram to Jack Stevens. " Wire him to 
send us a thousand words information, not for pub- 
lication, and tell him to stick to Vincent and make 
him talk." Stevens sent the proper dispatch. An- 
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other telegram was received, an hour later, from St. 
Louis. It read : 

St Louis, May 7. 
To Editor New York Record: 

Man arrested as L. Sylvester Vincent by your repre- 
sentative proves to be the Rev. Hilton Wesley of Chicago. 
Where can your representative be found? 

P. SULLIVAN, 
Chief of Police. 

" I don't believe he can be found," said Chalmers. 
" Wire the Chief that the man who represented him- 
self as our correspondent, undoubtedly is an impos- 
tor. I wonder where Mr. Bernard Seymour is ? " 

He was not long in doubt. Shortly before midnight 
this telegram was received : 

Illinois Central Train No. 47, enro,ute South. 
To William Chalmers, Managing Editor New York 
Record: 

Will explain later. Am hot on trail. Send $500.00 to St. 
Charles Hotel, New Orleans. 

BERNARD SEYMOUR. 

"I am glad he is headed for New Orleans," said 
Chalmers. " We can use him there. Now, I tell you 
what we will do: Your Wall Street men have fotmd 
out nothing. You notice I was right about the books 
of Street & Rogers. An examination was made to- 
day, and it panned out just as I predicted. The ac- 
count is in the name of the firm. I am going to break 
into Hestor's desk tonight and see if I can learn any- 
thing. If his check books are there they may prove 
something. It is hardly likely that they are. What I 
was about to say is this : You find out if any lumber 
went aboard the * Shark.' In the meantime have your 
men interview every contractor, builder and architect 
in New York, and see if any work has been done for 
Hestor in the last two years." 

" That is a great scheme ! " said Stevens. 

" Send men to Boston and Philadelphia on a like 
mission. I will wire Sejrmour at New Orleans and 
Have him do the same thing there. Send four or 
five men to New Orleans and Galveston tonight. In- 
struct them to interview every man who may have 
had anything to do with building a residence of any 
kind for Walter B. Hestor. Swear them to absolute 
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secrecy. I am going to have an interview with Miss 
OHve Hammond tonight, at the Carmody residence." 

" Where does Sidney Hammond come in, in this 
case?" asked Stevens. "He is supposed to have 
sailed with Hestor." 

" I do not know. I am going to try and find out," 
said Chalmers. " It looks as if he was mixed up in 
it, too. I hope not. Sidney is too good a fellow." 

Later in the evening Mr. Chalmers was at the Car- 
mody mansion. During the day he had arranged with 
Miss Carmody to invite Miss Olive Hammond to 
spend the evening at her house. 

" Miss Carmody," said Chalmers, after the formal 
greetings were made, " I know you will excuse my ap- 
parent freedom, but I have some news of great im- 
portance, which I am going to tell you and Miss Ham- 
mond. We should have a room where we cannot be 
interrupted' or overheard." 

Miss Carmody rang for Smith. 

"Unlock Mr. Carmody's private office," she said. 
'• Put it in order and bring Mr. Chalmers some cigars. 
I know he smokes." 

Mr. Chalmers bowed his thanks. They were soon 
seated in Mr. Carmody's library and private office. 
Nothing which taste could dictate or money furnish 
was lacking in this room. Chalmers took the big easy 
office chair, while the young ladies formed a charming 
picture on a nearby divan. 

" Miss Hammond, the news I have obtained indi- 
rectly concerns your brother Sidney," said Chalmers. 
Miss Olive Hammond grew pale, and uttered a half- 
exclamation. " You need not be in the least alarmed. 
I have no reason to believe he is in any degree to 
blame in this affair. I am going to relate the whole 
story, as far as I know it, and you may be able to 
throw new light on the mystery." 

For half an hour Chalmers explained the circum- 
stances which had led him to suspect Hestor. He gave 
a spirited character sketch of that gentleman, and told 
many incidents of his newspaper career. He told of 
the letters he had found and the discoveries which had 
been made by Stevens. As he talked, the two girls 
clasped hands. Tears glistened in Miss Hammond's 
eyes when Chalmers told of the instructions Hestor 
had left that a notice should be inserted in The Rec- 
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ord, stating that Sidney Hammond would accompany 
him on the trip to the Mediterranean. 

As he said this, Miss Carmody released Olive Ham- 
mond's hand, and instinctively drew away from her. 
Olive burst into tears. 

" Sidney never could do such a thing ! Oh, there is a 
cruel mistake somewhere ! " she sobbed. " Sidney is 
the soul of honor. Oh, my brother, my noble, honest 
brother; why are you not here to defend yourself? " 

Miss Helen threw her arms around the weeping 
girl. Chalmers did not know what to say. His story 
had been cut off at its sensational point. He stam- 
mered 3[n apology. 

" He is not guilty, I am sure he is not guilty ! " 
exclaimed Miss Carmody. Her eyes flashed as she 
looked at Chalmers. 

" I have said that I did not believe him guilty," said 
that gentleman, recovering himself. " You young ladies 
jump at a conclusion too quickly. It is probable that 
Mr. Hammond was the victim of a plot like the 
others.'* 

"Why, Sidney did not know he was going until a 
few hours before the yacht sailed for Europe," said 
Miss Olive. She had regained her self-possession. 
" He sent me a telegram just before he went away, 
saying that he was obliged to take a sudden trip to 
Europe with Mr. Hestor. When he left home in the 
morning he did not know a thing about it. We had 
planned to go to the theater on the following evening, 
and he had secured the tickets. So how could he have 
known anything about it? Sidney tells me every- 
thing." 

"That IS splendid news," said Chalmers, his face 
lighting up with pleasure. " You need not worry 
about Sidney. I hope you kept that telegram." 

" I have it here in my reticule," said Miss Olive. 

Chalmers read it carefully. He lifted the receiver 
of the telephone at his elbow. 

" Give me the Superintendent's office — ^the Postal 
Union Telegraph Company," he said. 

Chalmers was well acquainted with the routine of 
the telegraph office, and soon arranged that the orig- 
inal of the dispatch be forwarded by special message 
to the Carmody residence. While waiting for this, 
they talked over the strange features of the case. 
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" You are sure that Hestor saja nothing about going 
away the nk^ht he gave the opera and supper party? " 
asked Mr. Chahners. 

" I did not hear him say a word ai)out it," said Miss 
Hammond. " Mr. Hestor and Sidney had a long talk 
about trusts. They were at the end of the table, and 
for a long time took no part in the general conversa- 
tion. I was not interested in what the others were 
saying, and found myself listening to Sidney and 
Walter Hestor. Mr. Hestor said it would be a fine 
plan if they could induce the leading capitalists of 
the country to meet and discuss methods and regulate 
the abuses which have arisen tmder the trust control 
of industrial affairs. Now that I think of it, he 
mentioned such names as Rockwell, Morton, and 
Haven, and I am sure Mr. Carmody's name was used. 
Sidney told him that these men' could not be induced 
to take time to bother with such matters. Finally Mr. 
Hestor said that he was going to form a trust of his 
own. Sidney laughed, but Walter seemed much in 
earnest. Soon afterward the party dispersed and we 
went home. Sidney went to Chicago, and did not 
return until the following Saturday." 

The messenger boy arrived with the original copy 
of the telegram. Chalmers gave one glance at it. 

"Just as I suspected,'* he said. He passed the tele- 
gram to Miss Hammond. It was written in pencil on 
a sheet of newspaper " copy " paper, with a telegraph 
head pasted above it. 

" Is that Sidney's handwriting? *' he asked. 

" Why, no ! " exclaimed Miss Olive. " It is not a 
bit like it." 

"Walter Hestor wrote that," said Chalmers. "I 
know his writing; having handled thousands of pages 
of it. You may rest assured. Miss Carmody, that 
we shall soon solve this mystery. Hestor has not 
covered his tracks. He either did not know how, or 
did not care. No shrewd criminal would send a 
forged telegram in his own handwriting. He would 
use a typewriter. Hestor sent this telegram so that 
you would not be alarmed at Sidney's absence. It is 
plain as day." 

" It did not read like Sidney," said Miss Olive. " I 
thought it so queer that he did not want me to come 
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down to the dock and see him away on his journey. 
He always lets me tag around and bother him." 

Chalmers enjoined the young ladies to secrecy and 
returned to his newspaper duties. For two hours he 
worked with the energy of a dozen men. 

Those who hold the popular idea that the chief task 
of an editor is to amass enough material to " fill up *' 
his paper, should spend the night in the office of the 
managing editor of a metropolitan newspaper. There 
is enough stuff — ^all newspaper copy is " stuff," be it 
the message of a President, the death of a Queen, or 
the three-line notice of a political meeting — ^there is 
enough " stuff " on hand or in sight to fill a dozen 
papers. Each of the departments is clamoring for 
space. The sporting editor must have room for 
" stuff," which, in his opinion, makes the paper all that 
it is. The real estate editor is in possession of news 
that would warrant the use of the entire front page. 
The reporters on the latest murder mystery could not 
think of less than five columns in which to give the 
details which have been unearthed by their labor and 
vigilance. The financial editor has exclusive informa- 
tion which will startle the world. A score of reporters 
have " beats " or " scoops," which will drive the oppo- 
sition papers into a frenzy of impotent rage. The 
dramatic editor and the amusement staff charges en 
masse on the door of the managing editor and must 
have more space. The art department is wild at the 
prospective slaughter of carefully-prepared pictures, 
line drawings and half-tones. The foreign editor is 
certain the cable news should take precedence over all 
other. The advertising department announces that it 
has two extra pages of advertising matter. 

Thus the storm rages about the head of the man- 
aging editor. In an hour the floor is covered with 
butchered " copy." Stories which were designed to 
insure the fame of the writer are slashed and man- 
gled beyond recognition. Art beauties go whirling into 
the waste basket. And yet the managing editor swings 
his bloody axe. At eleven o'clock some overmastering 
piece of news comes surging in. Perhaps a fire, by 
which millions of property and a score of lives are 
wiped' out. Perhaps the death of a great statesman ; 
the assassination of a king or a general ; or again the 
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news of a decisive battle. Once again the axe comes 
into play. Not even the advertising is spared. 

In the early hours of the morning the carnage of 
news is ended. The last " form " is in the press- 
room. The building shakes with the rumble of the 
presses ; the " dog watch," detailed to duty in the event 
of news demanding an extra, opens its game of poker ; 
the blue-gray dawn of day blots out the street lamps 
and a new paper is born. Thus the endless grind goes 
on through the years in the newspaper mill. Little 
of the wheat cast in the news hopper comes out in the 
form of printed grist. None but the public is satis- 
fied with a successful newspaper. In the eyes of all 
discriminating newspaper men it is " rotten." The 
ideal paper of a newspaper man would not survive a 
week. The paper of today is the mirror of public 
taste — or perhaps distaste. 

The following morning Jack Stevens called his staflF 
into conference. He detailed four men to Boston, 
six to Philadelphia, and four to New Orleans and 
Galveston. Twenty were assigned to work in New 
York, and six were held in reserve. 

*^ Interview every architect and builder in these 
cities," were Stevens's instructions. " Introduce your- 
self as a writer who is preparing an elaborate article 
on summer or country residences. Be specially solici- 
tous about specimens of tropical architecture. Then 
lead up to who designed the Walter B. Hestor resi- 
dence. There is a special offer of $25,000 for the 
reporter who locates the architect, and the same 
amount for the one who discovers the contractor," 

Stevens had already satisfied himself that no lum- 
ber had been loaded on the " Shark." He explained to 
his men such facts as were necessary for their guid- 
ance. It was not necessary to enjoin them to secrecy. 
The tempting rewards were sufficient to insure that 
caution. Each reporter was liberally supplied with 
money and they went to work with energy. 

That afternoon, the eighth of May, Chalmers opened 
Hestor's desk, and with Stevens, made a minute ex- 
amination of its contents. Much to their surprise, 
three check books were found on the glass-covered 
surface of the desk. On dates from April 25 to May 
1, inclusive, Hestor had drawn checks payable to him- 
self, aggregating $4,648,000. 
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" How could he have amassed that amount of 
cash ? " asked Stevens, as he footed up the aggregate. 

" Here is a memorandum which explains that," said 
Chalmers. He pointed to the inside cover of one of 
the check books on which was tabulated sales of bonds 
and stocks amounting to $4,627,000. 

" The Hestor estate was largely in securities," said 
Chalmers. " I remember Hestor told me at one time 
that he owned between fifteen and sixteen million 
dollars' worth of gilt-edged stuff. He frequently sold 
large amounts on a strong market. Hestor was that 
type of speculator called the investor. He has often 
said that he never margined a stock in his life. H he 
thought it a purchase, he sold other stocks or bonds, 
and bought it. In this particular case he simply un- 
loaded a lot of stock and bonds on the market and 
turned them into cash." 

" What did he do with the cash ? " asked Stevens, 
with an air which indicated that he could answer his 
own question. 

" Street & Rogers might answer if they would," feaid 
Chalmers. " A man of Hestor's standing could mar- 
gin 750,000 shares of stock with that amount of 
money. He was too wise to draw checks payable to 
any one but himself. He must have lugged that 
money down there in bills. It would not make much 
of a package in $1,000 bills. Hestor must be $30,000,- 
000 ahead of this deal. His insanity takes a canny 
form. I would like to be crazy awhile like that my- 
self." 

" But how does he propose to get out of it? " 

" Give it up," said Chalmers. " It is too deep for 
me. Hestor is not the kind to think of details like 
that. He goes ahead and lets consequences take care 
of themselves. He did not even take the precaution to 
destroy these check books. We can trace hkn like a 
rabbit in a new fall of snow. Mark my word, we will 
locate him and these men inside of a week." 

But Chalmers' prediction seemed destined to prove 
false. Day succeeded day, but the most thorough 
search of the offices of architects and builders failed 
to yield a clue of any structure erected by Hestor. A 
New York architect was found who admitted that 
Hestor had talked to him about a country residence. 
The young millionaire had asked his opinion of the 
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proper style of architecture for a tropical environ- 
ment, and had made a sketch of a lake with a back- 
ground of rocks and palm trees. The architect did 
keep the sketch. The conversation was an informal 
one at a club dinner, and Hestor never referred to the 
matter again. 

Stevens now turned his attention to such cities as 
Baltimore, Washington and a number of Western 
cities, in the faint hope that some clue might be found. 
Instructions were cabled to London, Paris and other 
European cities, and a search made in these art cen- 
ters, but nothing was learned. 

Chalmers was a daily visitor at the Carmody resi- 
dence. He inspired Miss Helen with hope, and would 
not listen to her fears of failure. She was anxious 
to fit out the Carmody yacht, the " Helen Carmody," 
and begin at once a search for her father and his com- 
panions. 

"That is a good idea," said Mr. Chalmers. "Go 
ahead and put the yacht in commission, and supply 
her with provisions for a month's cruise, but do not 
start until my men have had a chance to complete 
their search. It is now the eleventh of the month. 
Give me until Tuesday, the sixteenth, aiid if we have 
no news by that time we will send the * Helen.* As 
you know, there are a score of boats scouring the 
ocean now. It is a good-sized globe, this old world of 
ours, and there are millions of places, any one of which 
Hestor may have selected. For all we know, he may 
be cruising in the boundless waters of the Pacific. 
On the sixteenth we will make public all the facts in 
our possession, in case we do not in the meantime find 
a definite clue. I do not feel justified in doing so, ex- 
cept as a last resort. Hestor may not be guilty. His 
actions, so far as we know, can all be explained. Our 
evidence against him is purely circumstantial. We 
will give Hestor time to reach some port in Europe. 
We have wired instructions to every foreign harbor, 
and will at once hear from him if he be innocent. This 
is an awful charge to make against an honest man, and 
we must give Hestor the benefit of the doubt." 

"You are right, Mr. Chalmers," said Miss Helen. 
" I will have the yacht prepared for a long cruise. It 
does not seem possible that Mr. Hestor could do such 
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a thing. He is so kind and generous. It would be 
awful to falsely accuse him." 

It need not be supposed that these daily interviews 
between the journalist and the charming heiress were 
entirely devoted to the solving of the mystery which 
was the cause of their acquaintance. Mr. Chalmers 
esteemed it his duty to direct her thoughts to more 
pleasant topics, and he led the conversation into liter- 
ature and to the discussion of current events. Chal- 
mers was an entertaining talker, with an aptitude to 
perceive the grotesque side of things, and he possessed 
the rare art of the good story teller. A few odd facts 
were sufficient to form the theme of a mirthful tale, 
and Chalmers was by nature and training an adept in 
the art of narrative. He had an appreciative listener 
in Miss Carmody, and unconsciously she found her- 
self waiting for the hour when the self-possessed and 
animated Chalmers would arrive and with news or 
fancy lighten the monotony of the hours. At times 
Mrs. Isabel White and others were present, but Chal- 
mers usually considered the news of the moment of too 
much importance to be discussed in the presence of 
others. To this precaution Miss Carmody yielded a 
ready assent. 

Many were the delightful little luncheons they had 
together at the Carmody residence. One evening, in 
company with Mrs. White, they explored the mysteries 
of The Record building, and Chalmers explained the 
various processes which produce the modem metro- 
politan newspaper. From the clattering type-setting 
machines under the roof, to the ponderous presses deep 
in the foundations of the building, they watched the 
hundreds of men at their duties. It was the perfec- 
tion of organized effort, aided by some of the most 
wonderful machinery evolved by the ingenuity of man. 

"You are making a regular night-hawk of me," 
said Miss Carmody, as Chalmers escorted her to the 
carriage. " Instead of retiring at what Papa considers 
a seasonable time for young ladies, I am up at all 
hours of the night. I know so much about newspapers 
and the habits of newspaper workers, that I have 
adopted their hours. I do not know what Papa will 
think of me when he returns." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

No WORD had been received from Mr. Bernard Sey- 
mour since his departure from St. Louis, at which 
time he requested that five hundred dollars be for- 
warded to him at New Orleans. It was a peculiarity 
of the Bernard Seymour telegrams that they always 
contained stipulations for fresh funds. Mr. Stevens 
had a hearty respect for the Seymour luck. He over- 
looked any slight irregularities in methods, and ac- 
cordingly telegraphed the money, and also full instruc- 
tions concerning the search for the architect and 
contractor in charge of the supposititious Hestor 
country house. 

No answer came from Mr. Seymour. When the 
staff of reporters arrived in New Orleans, they learned 
that Mr. Seymour was registered at the St. Charles 
Hotel. He had cashed the money order, but had not 
occupied his room, nor had he been seen at the hotel 
since the time of the financial transaction. The new 
arrivals made a vain search for the missing sleuth, and 
then went briskly to work without him. 

When Bernard Seymour arrived in New Orleans, he 
was, as he expressed it, " much the worse for wear/' 
When he learned that he had caused the arrest of a 
famous Chicago clergyman, instead of L. Sylvester 
Vincent, he lost no time in quitting St. Louis. He 
abandoned his baggage at the Planters' Hotel and took 
the first train south. 

Seymour arrived in New Orleans the following even- 
ing. He decided that the " West End "—the breathing 
place of the Southern metropolis — ^would be the most 
congenial place to begin operations. The " West 
End" is a cluster of hotels, fringing the bathing 
beaches on the south shore of Lake Pontchartrain, and 
serves as a mere aristocratic Coney Island to New 
Orleans. Mr. Seymour found it brilliant with rows 
of electric lights. A score of orchestras and bands 
were blending their harmonies with the murmur of the 
pleasure-seeking throng. 

"Hello, Seymour!" 

A heavy-set man with his face marked by a cavern- 
ous grin, pushed his way through the crowd and 
slapped Mr. Bernard Seymour on the shoulder. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 149 

" Well, you little ferret, what are you doing in 
New Orleans?'' 

"Sir!" 

"That's what I said — sir! Will you have a drink, 
sir?" 

" Yes, sir. Now I understand you," said Mr. Sey- 
mour. "Well, you old Indian, I did not know you 
were down here. What are you doing? Who are you 
doing?" 

" Nothing and nobody," said Mr. Dick Bender. Mr. 
Bender was a newspaper man, whose natural ability 
was obscured by habits more congenial than regular. 
An excellent writer, he seldom held a position more 
than three months. He was the journalistic prototype 
of the tramp printer. 

" Up against it, eh ? " asked Seymour. 

" I surely am up against it good and hard." 

Dick Bender tossed off a big drink, and grinned as 
if his hard luck were something to be contemplated 
with joy. 

" You don't drink enough, Dick," said Seymour. 
" You are a social recluse. Your abstinence has be- 
come a matter of common gossip. You should thaw 
out once in a while and become a mixer." 

" Never mind my failings. Answer me some ques- 
tions," said Mr. Bender, resting his foot on the rail, 
and swinging his arm in an easy position across the 
mahogany. " What are you doing in New Orleans ? " 

" None of your business." 

" True, but not to the point. I know what you are 
doing. You are on the kidnapped millionaire case." 

" Some one must have told you. The witness re- 
fuses to commit himself. Will you have another 
drink?" 

They had several. Under their influence, Seymour 
told Dick Bender his mission, but was too discreet to 
reveal any information which had been received from 
New York. He invited Mr. Bender to take dinner 
with him, and that gentleman was too polite to refuse. 
A jolly throng crowded the big dining room. Con- 
cealed in a grove of palmettos, an orchestra discoursed 
popular airs. In the babble of conversation, French 
and English strove for the mastery. Seymour at- 
tracted the attention of the waiter. 

"Are you hungry, Dick?" 
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"As a wolf." 

" Tis well. The wolf shall be fed. Garcon, atten- 
tion. Come hither, menial! I would hold converse 
with you." 

The French waiter bowed politely. 

" Montrez mot la carte, garcon," said Mr. Seymour 
with an impressive wave of the hand. 

^ " Oui, Monsieur/' said the waiter, handing him the 
bill of fare. 

Bender glared at Sejmiour in amazement. 

" Do you mean to say that that waiter understood 
you? " he demanded. " You do not speak French." 

" Pardon, monsieur, ze genteelman speak vere fine 
French," said the waiter with an apologetic bow. 

" You bet your life I do ! " said Mr. Seymour. " If 
there is one thing that I do better than another it 
is parleZ'Vous francais. I am a wonder at it. If you 
could write English as well als I speak French, you 
would get up an encyclopedia; You don't know me, 
Dick. I am a polyglot; a linguist. I don't want to 
put it all over you, seeing you are my guest, so I will 
drop into French only occasionally. Quelle soupe vous 
servirai'je?" 

" Oh, come off. Let's order something to eat," said 
Dick Bender. 

"The gentleman says he does not care for soup," 
said Seymour. " Very well. We '* 

" I do want soup. Some gfumbo. That's just what 
I want," said Dick. 

"The gentleman has changed his mind. Tis well 
Bring some gumbo soup, with two dozen oysters ahead 
of It. Comprenez'vous? " 

'' Out, monsieur." 

" Then you can give us a planked sheepshead, some 
potatoes, au gratin, a cucumber and lettuce salad, and 
two quart bottles of Mumm. Comprenez-vousf " 

" Oui, monsieur'' The waiter bowed almost to the 
floor when wine was mentioned; again bowed, and 
turned to leave. 

** Approchez — venez ici. In the meantime bring us 
dix-neuf glasses of beer," said Se)mfiour, solemnly. 

" Pardon, monsieur, je ne comprends pas, I do not 
understand," said the puzzled waiter. 

"Nineteen glasses of beer," repeated Seymour. 
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*' What in thunder is beer in French. Ah ! dix-neuf 
verres biere. That's it. Comprenez-vous? " 

" Oui, monsieur. Nineteen glasses of bee-r-r.^' 

"That's it. Sure thing. Now you have got it. 
Hurry it up. My friend has just arrived from Great 
Salt Lake, and he is thirsty." 

"What in thunder did you order nineteen glasses 
of beer for," asked Bender, as he watched the as- 
tounded waiter walk away. 

" Because I have forgotten the French word for 
* twenty,' " said Seymour. " I can count up to a hun- 
dred in German, but my limit is nineteen in French. 
You ought to hear me order beer in Dutch. I am a 
marvel." 

" I should say you are a marvel ! You must have 
money." 

" Money to throw to the birds," said Seymour, " I 
am the Walter B. Hestor of Chicago. I do newspaper 
work for amusement only." 

"Your work is very amusing." Bender roared at 
his joke. 

"You save your pleasantries until I am through 
feeding you. I will countermand that beer order." 

" It is too late," said Bender. " Here it comes." 

The waiter approached with an imniense tray cov- 
ered with foaming glasses of beer. He placed nine in 
front of each of the diners, and hesitated about the 
odd one. 

"That extra one is for my friend. He is very 
thirsty. Well," said Seymour, rising to his feet, and 
bowing to a party at an adjoining table who were 
laughing at the display of glasses, ''A voire sante! 
Glad to see you aboard the yacht. It's too bad you 
don't speak French, Dick ! " 

If the waiter had doubts as to the sincerity of the 
order, they were speedily dispelled. The glasses were 
empty when he arrived with the gumbo. As may be 
imagined, the dinner was a merry one. When the 
fish was served, Seymour called the waiter. 

" I don't like the music," he said. " It is too flip- 
pant. Will the orchestra play what I ask if I give the 
leader two dollars?" 

The waiter assured him there was no doubt of it. 

" Have him come here," he said. " I wish to speak 
with him." 
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The orchestra leader was an impressive-looking Ger- 
man. Seymour greeted him cordially and tendered a 
glass of wine, which was accepted with dignity. 

" I am a stranger in your midst," said Seymour, 
" and am a long wav from home. Will you play 
' Home, Sweet Home,^ for me ? " 

The musician bowed his assent. 

" Here is ten dollars," said the homesick writer. 
" Play it five times, with two minute intermissions be- 
tween each act." 

The stolid German accepted the money, shook 
hands with Seymour and Bender, and a moment later 
the orchestra struck up the pathetic old tune. At the 
close, Seymour applauded vigorously. Others joined 
in the applause. 

The orchestra responded to the encore and rendered 
the air with much feeling. Seymour was affected to 
tears. Bender was almost apoplectic with laughter. 
The music died away. When the two minutes had 
elapsed, the leader arose, tapped his baton for atten- 
tion, and the orchestra again sounded the familiar 
strains. The amazement of the crowd gave way to a 
buzz of complaints and then to vigorous protests. The 
orchestra maintained its tplacid course, and after a 
repeat wound up with the doleful end, "there's no-o 
place like home." 

" Isn't that great? " said Seymour. " Wait until the 
next act. Stay for the large show." 

The first notes of the fourth rendition had but issued 
from the cornet when there was an explosion of wrath 
from all parts of the hall. It took the form of a con- 
certed rush toward the orchestra stand. An angry 
chorus of French and English nearly drowned the 
sound of the instruments. The manager was in an- 
other part of the building. The uproar brought him 
flying into the dining room. A waiter hurriedly ex- 
plained the cause of the riot. Before he could fully 
grasp the situation, the piece was ended. Seymour 
applauded wildly. Above his head the manager and 
the leader were engaged in a vigorous and heated 
argument. Seymour watched them with grave inter- 
est. The musician seemed to have the better of the 
argument. The manager sawed the air with gestures 
and left the stand. 

"That leader is an honest man," Seymour said. 
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" He keeps his agreement. I wish I had given him a 
twenty-dollar bill. These people do not appreciate 
good music. Give me the old-fashionpd music like 
' My Country, Tis of Thee/ and * Home, Sweet 
Home.' You can have Wagner and Sousa, but give 
me the old familiar tunes. They are going to play 
again." 

When the German leader waved his baton and the 
orchestra again surged into " Home, Sweet Home," 
the scene — ^to use the new reporter's phrase — " simply 
beggared description." The manager and the head 
wjaiter charged up the steps. The air was full of bread 
and other missiles. Just as the orchestra reached " Be 
it ever so humble," a beer bottle went down the brass 
throat of the bass horn and the manager and the Ger- 
man leader met in combat. But it made no difference 
to the players. They kept on and finished the piece 
to the vociferous delight of Seymour. The united 
efforts of the orchestra ejected the interlopers from 
the band stand, and victory perched on their instru- 
ments. Seymour mounted the table and yelled 
" Bravo ! " until he was red in the face. 

" Talk about your Franco-Prussian war! " exclaimed 
Seymour, as he went forward to congratulate the 
musicians. " It was a Quaker's convention compared 
to this." He tried to bribe the leader to play some 
more, but that gentleman discreetly declined. Sey- 
mour gave him ten dollars, to be divided among the 
players, shook hands with all of them and returned 
to his seat. 

Mr. Seymour can give no connected account of the 
events which followed the musical festival. Nor is 
Mr. Richard Bender more accurate as an historian. 
When Mr. Seymour awoke the following afternoon 
he was in a narrow bunk which seemed to rise and 
fall as to the heave of a ship. He ascribed this to 
natural causes and went to sleep. When he again 
awoke, it was dark. For a moment he lay quiet. To 
his ears came the splash of waters and the groaning 
and muttering of a ship. By the smoky light of a 
lantern he found his clothes scattered on the floor. He 
put them on as fast as possible, but the operation was 
delayed by the swaying of the room. The heavy 
breathing of a sleeper in an opposite bunk seemed to 
beat time to the motion of the ship. Seymour opened 



Digitized by 



Google 



154 Clever Business Sketches 

the curtains and peered in. It was Mr. Dick Bender. 
Se)niiour shcx)k him savagely. 

" Wake up, Bender ! " he said, as he clawed the 
sleeper around the bunk. " Wake up ! We are kid- 
napped by pirates ! " 

Bender opened his eyes, blinked, groaned, and 
dropped back into an untroubled sleep. Seymour 
again aroused him. 

" We are kidnapped, I tell you ! " he said in a hoarse 
whisper. " Wake up, and prepare to die like a man ! '' 

" Forget it ! " said Mr. Bender, and he again closed 
his eyes. But Seymour was persistent, find finally 
succeeded in arousing the drowsy Bender. While he 
was dressing, the door opened and a broad-shouldered 
sailor stepped into the apartment. Seymour looked 
for a weapon, but there was none in sight. The man 
surveyed them calmly for a moment and said : 

" I thought I would come and wake you-all up. 
When you get your togs on, come on deck. You must 
be hungry by this time." 

Se)miour looked at him doubtfully. 

" Who are you ? " he asked. 

" First mate," said the man. 

" First mate of what ? You dont' look like a pirate." 

The man laughed with a chuckle which rumbled 
from the depths of a massive chest. 

" Guess you gents is a bit mixed," he said. " For- 
gotten me, hev ye? I'm first mate of the schooner 
*Sam Walker.' You knew me last night, all right." 

"You have slipped my memory since," said Sey- 
mour. " Where are we, and where are we supposed 
to be going?" 

" Come on deck," said the first mate. " It is hot 
below. Come on deck and meet Captain Parker. 
Prob'ly you know him better," and the sailor opened 
Ihe door and went away. 

"Well, what do you think of this?" said Seymour, 
as he sat down on the edge of the bunk to collect his 
thoughts. " Do you know anything about it, Bender? " 

" Not a thing," said that gentleman. " I remember 
meeting some sailor men somewhere. That's all." 

They stumbled through a passageway and up a nar- 
row flight of stairs. A draught of fresh night air 
struck their faces and was delightfully cool and re- 
freshing. The outline of a short, stocky seaman, with 
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a gleam of gold braid on shoulders and cap, was sil- 
houtted at the head of the winding stairs. He stepped 
forward as Seymour and Bender came in sight 

"Haouw de ye dew, Mr. Seymour? ".he said, ex- 
tending a large, freckled hand, which Mr. Seymour 
grasped rather cautiously. " Haouw air ye. Mister 
Bender? Did ye sleep sound?" 

" I should say we aid," said Seymour, reassured by 
the cordiality of the greeting and by the honest face 
of the Yankee skipper. " We are a bit mixed about 
this voyage, Captain. How did we come aboard, and 
where are we headed for?" 

" I reckoned you boys war a bit slewed up last night, 
or rather this mornin*," said Captain Parker. " Aint 
ye hungry? I reckoned so. Ther cook has somethin' 
ready for ye. Come on and eat it while it's good and 
hot, and I will tell ye all erbout it." 

They went into the little cabin. The darkey cook 
appeared with a steaming dish of steak, some hot corn- 
bread, baked potatoes, coffee and vegetables. The 
voyagers fell upon the savory spread with avidity. 

" Perhaps ye might like an appetizer," said Captain 
Parker, with a wink of his blue eye. 

** Never again ! " said Mr. Seymour. " When my 
festivities take the form of embarking on unknown 
and unpremeditated ocean voyages, I forswear the 
sack. Once is enough for Papa. You might tell that 
colored gentleman to bring another pitcher of water. 
Remarkable how thirstv that salt air makes you; eh, 
Dick?" 

" Yes," said Mr. Bender. That gentleman was too 
busy with the steak to enjoy the delights of conversa- 
tion. 

" Your good health, and a prosperous voyage. Cap- 
tain Parker," said Mr. Se)miour, raising a brimming 
glass of water. " Kindly explain to us how we happen 
to enjoy your hospitality on the good ship * Sam 
Walker.'" 

It was a long story, but the essence of it was that 
Bill Howe, the first mate of the " Sam Walker," was 
on shore leave, and at an early hour had met the 
convivial Se)miour and Bender. They had declared 
the sailor the best fellow in the world, and would not 
listen to his departure. Mr. Seymour had asserted that 
no life was equal to one on the briny deep. Finally 
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both Seymour and Bender decided to take a trip on the 
"Sam" Walker." They were indifferent as to their 
destination, and were only anxious to shake the clods 
of earth from their feet, and plow the raging main. 

" You and Bill hove in sight about six o'clock this 
mornin'," said Captain Parker, as he passed the steak 
to Se)miour for the third time. " Of course, I seen 
that ye was a bit under the weather, but ye talked all 
square and fair, sayin' ye wanted to take a cruise, and 
when I said the * Sam Walker' wuz goin' to Havana, 
you said that wuz the place ye wanted ter go tew. So 
you paid me the money for passage for both of ye, 
and we cast off and headed out inter the Gulf erbout 
eight o'clock this ere momin'. Ye fooled aroun' 
awhile, clum out on the bowsprit, did various monkey- 
shines, and then went below. That's all thar is tew 
it," and Captain Parker laughed with a vigor hearty 
and pleasing:. 

" From early childhood I have longed to go to Ha- 
vana," said Mr. Seymour. " Why I should select this 
special time is not readily apparent, but it is well. 
Cheer up. Bender! Once again an aqueous toast to 
Captain Parker and his gallant crew." 

Having done ample justice to the food before them, 
the voyagers followed Captain Parker to the deck of 
the vessel. The " Sam Walker " was a large, three- 
masted schooner. They found seats on the after deck. 
A big Swede stood at the wheel, and lazily revolved it 
as the fresh breeze came in irregular gusts from the 
southwest. The air was fragrant with the odor of 
newly-sawed lumber, and Seymour noticed, for the 
first time that the decks between the masts were piled 
high with timber. Every yard of canvas was set. The 
booms of the fore, mizzen and main sails barely 
cleared the surface of the lumber, and the canvas set 
so flat in the wind as to delight the eye of a sailor. The 
topsails bellied white against the star-studded sky. 
The occasional dull boom of a jib as it snapped in the 
wind; the musical swash of the prow as it cleaved 
the long swell of the Gulf ; the drone of the cook as 
he hummed some negro melody at his work, and the 
monotonous creaking of the wheel, were the only 
sounds which relieved the silence of the waters. The 
night was beautifully clear and the air balmy and in- 
vigorating as ozone. 
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" Hev a seegar," said Captain Parker, passing a box 
to Mr. Seymour. " I kin afford to b^ generous, seein' 
as how you bought 'em. You gave me twenty dollars 
and told me to buy the best thar was, and I reckon 
you'll find them all right." 

"You seem to be in the lumber trade," said Sey- 
mour, as he took a cigar and passed the box to Dick 
Bender. 

" Yes, I haul a right smart lot of lumber an* stuff 
in the course of a year," said Captain Parker. Like 
all New England Yankees who live in Southern States, 
his dialect was a mixture of northern and southern 
idioms. He yet stuck to " caouw " for cow, and 
" graound " for ground, and " reckoned that things 
were right smart," a linguistic blending of the palmetto 
and the pine; the blue and the gray. All sidewalks 
were " bankets " and all verandas " galleries." 

" You must know some contractors," said Seymour. 
Though his field of detective endeavor was limited to 
the area of a " lumber hooker," on the broad expanse 
of the Gulf of Mexico, the newspaper instinct was 
strong within him. 

" Reckon I know erbaout all ther contractors in an* 
*round New Orleans," said .Captain Parker, with some 
pride. " The ' Sam Walker ' has carried many a 
batch of timber up an* down these here coasts." 

" Did you ever carry any lumber for a man named 
Walter B. Hestor?'* asked Se)miour. "Talk about 
your thousand to one shots," he said to himself, " this 
certainly is one of them." 

" Hestor? " said Captain Parker, reflectively. " Hes- 
tor? Thar aint no contractor by that name that I ever 
heem on." 

" He is not a contractor," explained Seymour. " He 
is a New York millionaire, whom I know very well. 
He built a house on some island in the West Indies a 
year or so ago.'* 

"What sort of a man wuz he?" asked Captain 
Parker. " What did he dew ? " 

" He did newspaper work for fun," said Se)miour. 
" He had lots of money, and went all over the world 
looking for good stories.'* 

" Did he own a yacht — a steam yacht ? " 

" Yes," answered Sejmiour, leaning forward in his 
excitement. 
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"Say, Bill!" 

The first mate was talking with the Swede wheels- 
man. He stepped over and joined the group when 
Captain Parker called him. 

" What wuz ther name of that dude who owned the 
* Shark '? " he asked. " You know who I mean. The 
one that Colonel Mclntyre built that air house for." 

Se)miour dropped his cigar. The temptation to yell 
almost overwhelmed him. 

" Let's see ; what in thunder was his name ? " said 
the big sailor, removing his cap and running his hand 
through a mass of red hair. " Somethink like Han- 
son or Hampton. That ain't it. There was an * s ' in 
it He was an odd sort of a fish. Raising hell all the 
time. Let's see; Hisser, Hissor, Histor, Hestor — 
that's it. I knew dummed well I could tiiink of it 
He had the steam yacht ' Shark,* and a quiet sort of 
a chap named Waters was her captain. Mighty fine 
boat, the * Shark ! * Run like thunder and lightnin' ! 
Why? What about him?" 

Seymour gave Bender a violent kick on th^ shin. 
^ " Nothin'. This here gentleman was askin* erbout 
him," said Captain Parker. 

" Hestor is an old friend of mine," explained Sey- 
mour. " Where is this Colonel Mclntyre you spoke 
of? Is he a New Orleans contractor? " 

" He used ter be," said Captain Parker. " He has 
moved ter Havana. This here load of lumber is fer 
him. He's buildin' a n^w hotel in Havana." 

" Is he in Havana now? " 

"Suppose so," said the Captain. "Guess he'll be 
daown ter the dock ter see us come in. He's in er 
mighty big hurry erbaout this 'ere bunch of lumber. 
Bin telegrafin* and raisin* blazes erbaout it." 

Seymour changed the subject. He was so elated 
that he felt like climbing the shrouds, and yelling like 
a Comanche Indian. The one thing which worried 
him was whether or not he had told Bender anything 
about Hestor during the preceding evening. The look 
of pained surprise on Bender's face, when his ankle 
felt the impact of the Seymour foot, was evidence that 
he knew nothing of Hestor or his complicity in the 
millionaire mystery. 

Seymour vented his joy and concealed his triumph 
in song. The temptation to celebrate in drink was 
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strdng, but his rq)entance was sincere and his de- 
termination to reform was earnest. So he sang. As 
a vocalist, Mr. Seymour was handicapped by the cir- 
cumstances that he knew neither the words nor the 
tune of any song. What he lacked in technique was 
recompensed in energy. His first effort, as expressed 
in words, was about as follows : 

Yo ho, my lads, the wind blows free; 

A pleasant gale is on the se-a-a. 

And here we rumte de te turn, 

Ra le dada, te dum, dum, dum. 

And 'ere we part from England's shore tonight, 

A song we'll sing to home da rumty dight 

Then here's to the sailor. 

Here's to the heart so true (sing there. Bender!) 

Who will think of him upon the waters blu-u-u-ue. 

(All together.) 
Sailing, sailing, over the mountain main; 
And msLTiy 2l stormy wind shall blow 'ere Jack comes home 

again. 
Sailing, sailing, der rumty, dum de dain. 
And many a stormy wind shall blo-o-o-ow 
'Ere Jack comes ho-o-ome a-a-a-again! 

" I suppose De Reszke might tie that, but he couldn't 
beat it," said Seymour as he paused for breath. " Did 
you ever hear that song before, Captain ? " 

" Don't think I heem it afore," said Captain Parker. 
" What's ther name on it ? " 

" I've forgotten the name," said the songster. 
" There's another one something like it. It is called 
* Nancy Lee,' and goes like this " : 

Dar ra te de, ta dum tate, ta dum; 

Yo ho, lads ho! Yo ho! Yo ho! 

Ra da, da dar, tar da, to to, te tum; 

Yo ho, lads, ho! Yo ho! 

See there she stands and waves her hands upon the quay, 

And every day, when I'm away, she waits for me; 

And whispers low tar te do dum, for Jack at sea; 

Yoho, mylad^! Yoho! 

(AH together. Sing, Bender.) 
The sailor's wife the sailor's lair shall be; 
Yo ho, lads, ho! Yo ho! Yo ho! Yo ho! 
The sailor's wife the sailor's lair shall be; 
The sailor's wife-e-e-e his lair-r-r-r shall-1-1 be! 

"That's 'Nancy Lee,'" explained Seymour. "I 
don't remember all of the second verse. It goes some- 
thing like this: 



Digitized by 



Google 



160 Clever Business Sketches 

\ 

A long, long life to my sweet wife tar ump te de; 
And keep your tones from Davy Jones tar upm te de; 
And may you find as sweet a mate as Nancy Lee; 
Yo ho, my lads! Yo ho! 
(Now, then, all together on the chorus. Sing, Bender!) 
The sailor's wife the sailor's lair shall be; 
Yo ho, lads, ho! Yo hoi Yo ho! Yo ho! 
The sailor's wife the sailor's lair shall be; 
The sailor's wife-e-e-e-e his lair-r-r-r-r-r- shall-1-1-1-1 be! 

The negro cook stood in the companion-way and 
joined in the chorus with a deep baritone, which did 
much to neutralize the rather harsh tenor of the eager 
Seymour, and the uncertain bass of Mr. Dick Bender. 
Captain Parker did not sing, but was liberal in his 
applause. 

" Naouw that I think on it," he said, " yer friend 
Mister Hestor was er mighty fine singer. He uster 
sing er song erbout an ole geezer that had a wooden 
leg and was always hard up for terbaccer. I don't 
rightly remember the words, but they was thrillin', 
and Mister Hestor uster sing 'em and dance at ther 
same time. He was singen 'em one time in N 'Orleans, 
an' he fell out through ther passageway an' went 
kerplunk inter the Mississip'. Haw, haw, haw, ha! 
I thought I would die a-laughin'. He didn't care a 
gosh ding. He swum round er while and then we 
pulled him out. Mighty lively feller, that Hestor. 
He just didn't care nothin' at all erbout money. When 
we was a-loadin' the lumber for that air house of his'n, 
he would Stan' araound erbaount ther schooner and 
raise Cain with ther dock wallopers, and he gin each 
one on 'em ten dollars apiece ter drink his good health. 
They didn't show up ergain fer er week. Uster hire 
all ther niggers ter sing an' dance fer him, an' thar war 
so many of them cavoorting along the levee, that it 
looked like a nigger minstrel convention. Mister Hes- 
tor would sit on the bridge of the ' Shark * and throw 
money at 'em. He sent one nigger o^^er to a place 
with a twenty dollar bill to get broke, so he could 
hev more coins ter throw, an' the blamed darkey never 
did come back. Mister Hestor thought that a big joke. 
Mighty easy man to git along with, that Mister Hes- 
tor. But he was peculiar — ^mighty peculiar." 

The drowsy Bender was aroused, and,« bidding Cap- 
tain Parker good-night, they retired. In spite of the 
fact that they had slept all day, it was six o'clock the 
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following morning before they tumbled out of their 
bunks and appeared on deck. The sky was overcast 
and the wind had whipped into the southeast and was 
blowing half a gale. Captain Parker was roaring 
orders to the sailors, who were clawing at the canvas 
and half reefing the sails. The big topsails had van- 
ished. The foam-capped waves dashed spitefully 
against the port side of the schooner, and scattered 
spray across the piles of lumber. There was the feel 
of rain in the air. To the north the smoke of a liner 
was just discernible through the thickening mist. 

" Nasty weather," said Seymour, as the captain 
approached. 

" It's going to blow cats and dogs," said that gen- 
tleman. 

He was a good weather prophet. 

CHAPTER Xn, 

Walter B. Hestor explained the details of the 
proposed newspaper trust to Mr. Palmer J. Morton 
on Monday, April 24, as has been narrated. He 
awaited word from the great financier with some im- 
patience, and was delighted the following Friday, to 
receive a note from Mr. Morton stating that he would 
be glad to see him at four o'clock that afternoon. Hes- 
tor was there punctually. 

" I have briefly explained your project to Andrus 
Carmody, John M. Rockwell, Simon Pence and R. J. 
Kent," said Mr. Morton, without any preliminary 
conversation. " Mr. Kent has agreed to broach the 
subject to Mr. Haven. I find that none of us have 
pressing engagements for next Monday afternoon 
after banking hours. They expressed a willingness 
to listen to your plans at that time, if such will suit 
your convenience." 

Hestor was cool as ice. He thought a moment, 
calmly consulted a memorandum book, and stated that 
he had only an unimportant engagement which read- 
ily could be postponed. 

I ** We'll meet at this office, then," said Mr. Morton, 
as he rose to signify that the interview was at an 
end. 

" I have a suggestion to make," said Hestor. " You 
never have been on board my new yacht. All last sea- 



Digitized by 



Google 



162 Clever Business Sketches 

son she was in commission in Indian and Asiatic 
waters. The ' Shark * returned to the United States 
about a month ago and has been thoroughly over- 
hauled and is in fine condition. You and the gentle- 
men you have named — with the possible exception of 
Mr. Pence — are famous water dogs. I should be 
glad to welcome you on the ' Shark/ and prcwnise you 
a good dinner, after which we can discuss matters at 
leisure. I will dock her at the Battery, and it is but 
a few steps from here to the pier." 

"Rather too early in the season for yachting, is 
it not?" said Mr. Morton, but his face lit up at the 
thought. He was a famous yachtsman. It is fine and 
warm today, but it may be disagreeable Monday." 

" If it is bad weather, we can meet at your office. 
If it is fine, we will go on the yacht," suggested 
Hestor. 

" If the weather is favorable, I see no reason why 
we shouH not accept your invitation," said Mr. Mor- 
ton. " We will wait and see. I will let you know by 
two o'clock Monday afternoon if we decide to go on 
your yacht. Good day." 

On Friday Hestor received a telephone message 
from Sidney Hammond announcing his return from 
Chicago. Hestor at once addressed him the following 
letter: 

My Dear Sidney: 

I have accomplished great things since von have beeo 
away. I should like to see you and talk them over with 
you at once, but have matters of much importance on hand 
which will take up every minute of my time until Mondav 
evening. I presume that you will find plenty of work 
awaiting vour return. I have arranged to give a dinner 
to several gentlemen on board the " Shark on Monday 
evening. Among them will be Mr. Palmer J. Morton, 
Mr. Carmody, Mr. Rockwell and others. You must be one 
of the party. I am going to surprise you. 

The "Shark" will be docked near the Battery at four 
o'clock. Join the party at the boat. Do not fail to accept 
this invitation, as we shall discuss matters which will re- 
quire your advice. Notifjr me by message at once of your 
acceptance of this invitation. Will see you in the mean- 
while if I can spare the time. For reasons sufEciently ob- 
vious, ^ott will kindly light a cigar with this note and 
maintain your habitual secrecy as a friend and a lawyer. 

I remain, dear Sidney, 



Sincerely yours, 

WALTER B. HESTOR. 
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To this letter Hestor received a rq)ly accepting the 
invitation and congratulating him on the evident pros- 
pectg of the " trust," and expressing a lively curiosity 
as to its subject and object. 

The Monday selected by Mr. Palmer J. Morton for 
a conference between his business associates and the 
representative of The New York Record was ^ per- 
fect day, as has been stated in this history. Mr. Hes- 
tor was not surprised when the financier called him 
on the telephone and informed him that the invitation 
for a trip and a dinner on the " Shark " was accepted. 
Mr. Morton said that he had notified Messrs. Kent, 
Pence and Haven to meet at his office at about four 
o'clock, and that he would escort them through Bat- 
tery Park to the pier, the location of which was per- 
fectly familiar to Mr. Mortbn, 

" It will be unnecessary for you to provide car- 
riages," added Mr. Morton. " It is but a short walk 
from my office to the landing, and we will need all 
the exercise we can get. If you will attend to Mr. 
Rockwell and Mr. Carmody, I will be responsible 
for the rest of the party. Bring along all of your 
papers and we will see what can be done." 

Mr. Hestor replied that he would arrange with Mr. 
Rockwell and Mr. Carmody to meet either at Mr. 
Morton's office or to proceed directly to the yacht. 
This terminated the conversation over the telephone. 
Hestor then called Mr. Rockwell on the telephone. 
That gentleman stated that he had an appointment to 
meet Mr. Carmody at his office at three o'clock, and 
said that if Mr. Hestor would call for them at about 
four o'clock, they would be pleased to accompany 
him. This was agreed to. At this hour the Hestor 
carriage, with the old family coachman on the box, 
stood in front of the Carmody building, and a few 
minutes later the three gentlemen were on their way 
to the boat. They found Mr. Morton and his party 
had arrived, as had Mr. Sidney Hammond, who was 
acquainted with the members of the group of cap- 
italists. 

"Mr. Hammond is my attorney as well as my 
friend," said Mr. Hestor, "and he may be able to 
throw light on any legal complications that may arise 
during our conversation." 

" I have not had an opportunity to discuss this mat- 
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ter at any length with Mr. Hestor," said Sidney Ham- 
mond, with perfect truth, " but I hope his pUuis may 
prove so perfect that from thi^ time on the services 
of my profession will not be needed." 

The moment Mr. Hestor arrived and found his in- 
vited guests present he gave the signal to Captain 
Waters. The lines were cast off and the boat headed 
out past Governor's Island and down the bay. 

There is no more beautiful sight in the world 
than New York Harbor. It is inspiring at all times; 
by day or by night, in summer or in winter. It is 
grand in a storm and weirdly mysterious in a fog. 
And its beauty is never the same. The frowning 
heights of Staten Island; the picturesque bays and 
indentations along Bay Ridge and the Narrows; the 
lace work of the great Brooklyn bridge; the distant 
view of the Palisades, purple in their shadowy out- 
lines; the fantastic skyline of towering buildings; the 
subdued beauty of Governor's Island; the forests of 
masts from ships of all the world; the bewildering 
panorama of moving craft — ^these form with clouds 
and sky and weather moods those endless combina- 
tions, which charm the eye and please the senses of 
the lover of nature. . 

" It is a shame to talk business on a day like this," 
said Mr. Morton, as the group stood on the bridge 
while the yacht swept past the giant Statue of Lib- 
erty. 

" We shall talk no business until after dinner," 
said Hestor. " Whenever you gentlemen are ready 
I shall be pleased to show you the ' Shark.' Captain 
Waters and I are very proud of her." 

With Hestor as guide, they proceeded to make a 
thorough examination of the magnificent steam yacht. 
The " Shark " was 225 feet over all, 187 feet on the 
water line, 26 feet beam and 11 feet draught. She 
represented the best product of the designer's genius 
and the acme of mechanical and engineering skill. 
Her twin screws were driven by two triple-expansion 
engines. Her engine room was a delight to the man 
who loves machinery. It was a poem in polished steel, 
burnished brass, mahogany and yellow pine. Two 
electric d)mamos buzzed in a minor key as they gen- 
erated the current for the hundreds of incandescent 
globes scattered in lavish profusion in all parts of the 
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This is an outrage for which you shall suffer" 
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yacht. From stem to stem the hull of the " Shark " 
was of steel, with collision bulk heads and water-tight 
compartments. She was provided with a steam cap- 
stan, steam steering gear and carried four boats — a 
32-foot naphtha laimch, a 22-foot gig, a 16-foot cut- 
ter and a 12-foot dinghy. All of these, with the ex- 
ception of the more plebeian dinghy, were finished 
in mahogany, and mounted with brass and nickel 
trimmings. The decks 5f the yacht were of white 
pine and the bulwarks were capped with polished 
teak. 

The forward deck-house was finished in black 
swamp oak. A buffet glistened with cut glass and 
silver and gold plate. The massive mahogany dining 
table had room for twenty guests. Opening into the 
dining room was the butler's pantry, with a dumb 
waiter connecting with the savory mysteries of the 
galley below. The aft deck-house formed the loung- 
ing room — " Social Hall," as it was called. It was 
equipped with all the accessories of comfort, luxury 
and refreshment. A sideboard was in charge of a negro, 
whose face and clothes formed the sharpest contrast of 
black and white. There was no combination of liquid 
refreshments unknown to " Bob,'* and he was ever 
ready to oblige. The great lazy rockers; the leather 
sofas; the more business-like chairs surrounding a 
table which hinted at cards ; the rich but quiet decora- 
tions with silk draperies for the windows, formed a 
combination which can be appreciated only by those 
who find their greatest joys on the water. 

Below decks were the various state-rooms, the main 
saloon, the engine room, galley, officers* quarters and 
berths for the crew. There were eight large state- 
rooms fitted with every convenience and luxury that 
money can purchase or ingenuity devise. These rooms 
were finished in white and gold. The light from 
innumerable electric globes was subdued by shades of 
opalescent glass, which extended around the walls and 
ceiling on three sides of these state-rooms. There was 
no glare, but a powerful and pleasing glow of light 
permeated the rooms, as if from some unknown 
source. Brass bedsteads of generous width looked 
inviting in their downy softness and each state- 
room was provided with a bathroom in white and delft 
blue tile. The walls of these various apartments con- 
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tained rare paintings, etchings and engravings, while 
the floors were laid with Wilton carpets and rugs. 

The main saloon was a spacious room, finished in 
leather and rosewood. Money had been lavished on 
this room with a free hand. Securely fastened in 
niches were appropriate pieces of statuary. The ceil- 
ings were paneled in rare woods, while dainty designs 
in Russian iron bore clusters of electric lights. One 
side of the room was occupied by library shelves, so 
designed that no possible swaying of the yacht could 
displace the books. 

The officers' state-rooms were fitted on the same 
sumptuous plan as those for owner and guests, while 
the quarters for the crew were modds of cleanliness 
and comfort. There were also refrigerators and 
storage rooms. 

" You have a fine boat," said Mr. Morton, as the 
party repaired to the aft deck-house and engaged the 
services of the grinning and dexterous " Bob/* " How 
fast is she ? " 

" In an emergency, we can drive her twenty-threet 
knots an hour," said Hestor. He looked at a gauge. 
' We are now running about eighteen knot^, but I told ' 
Captain Waters we were in no hurry. She runs very 
smooth at eighteen knots. Don't you think so?" 

" Smooth as a watch," said Mr. Kent. " You have 
a fine crew, Mr. Hestor, They seem to be under ex- 
cellent discipline. You must introduce us to Captain 
Waters. He appears to be the ideal of a marine 
officer." 

" You shall meet him," replied Hestor, with a queer 
sort of smile. " He is the best captain that ever paced 
a bridge. Captain Waters has been in the employ of 
our family for thirty years. He served with my 
father in the Asiatic trade, and the map of the world 
is as familiar to him as is your office furniture to you. 
He is accustomed to obey orders, and to have them 
obeyed. He asks no questions, and will answer none, 
once he has obtained his orders. Did you notice 
anything peculiar about the crew? " 

" You seem to have them under the discipline of the 
United States navy," said Mr. Pence. " I started to 
go on the bridge while you gentlemen were looking 
at the crew's quarters, and one of the men placed 
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himself squarely in my way and stopped me. He was 
polite, but decisive. He said it was against orders." 

" Every man on this boat, except Captain Waters," 
explained Hestor, " is an ex-member of the United 
States or British navy. In the past two years the 
* Shark ' has participated, more or less, in five wars. 
The paint on her sides conceals many a patch which 
covers a hole received in the performance of her 
duty as a newspaper war boat. I could show you 
down below some rapid firing guns which have been 
busy at times. We have run blockades ; had little af- 
frays with pirates in the Chinese seas, and are far 
from being in the maiden class so far as action and 
trouble are concerned. I pay these men three times 
as much as they would get in the navy. They have 
better accommodations, more shore liberties and a 
finer time in every way than in the service of the 
government. They would not be content except under 
naval discipline. They are schooled to it. They re- 
gard Captain Waters, their commander, as the great- 
est man on earth. They respect me only because Cap- 
tain Waters has informed them that I am the owner. 
But if Captain Waters told them to put me in irons, 
they would not hesitate for a moment to do it. If he 
gave the word, they would cheerfully sail up the 
Thames and bombard the Houses of Parliament." 

Mr. Pence glanced nervously at a stalwart marine 
who paced slowly and regularly back and forth on the 
after deck. 

" Bob," exclaimed Mr. Hestor, " go and ask the 
steward when dinner will be ready. Sidney, there, 
looks as if he could eat a bird and not know it." 

" I will confess that I am hungry," said Mr. Ham- 
mond. " This sea air is a great appetizer." 

" You need not worry, Sidney, there will be plenty," 
Mr. Hestor replied. " We have provisions on board 
to last for two months, if necessary." Again he 
smiled in a queer sort of way, and astounded the com- 
pany by suddenly retiring to the corner of the saloon, 
where he performed with much agility a song and 
dance to the words : 

There was an old geezer, and he had a wooden leg; 
He had no tobacco, no tobacco could he beg; 
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Another old geezer was as cunning as a fox, 

And he always had tobacco in his old tobacco^ box. 

(Clog.) 
Yes, he always had tobacco in his old tobacco box. 

Hestor terminated his song with a wild "break 
down," which was hardly completed before Bob re- 
turned with word that dinner was ready. 

" That is an accomplishment I did not know you 
possessed," said Mr. Rockwell, with an air of mingled 
amusement and disgust. 

" I certainly am a mad wag," said Mr. Hestor, 
who seemed strangely exhilarated. Sidney gave him 
a reproving look, and received a non-committal grin 
in response. 

It was growing dusk as the eight men seated them- 
selves in the cozy dining-room of the " Shark." The 
sun had sunk in fluffy masses of yellow and crimson 
clouds, with patches of sky showing delicate shadings 
of green blending into blue. The light breeze was yet 
warm, and came perfumed with the odor from peach 
and apple orchards which showed white on the line 
of the distant Jersey shore. In the east the rising 
moon traced its path on the waves. The hulk of an 
incoming liner showed black against the face of the 
moon, and its whistle sounded a hoarse note for the 
benefit of the watchers on Sandy Hook. 

The dinner was an excellent one, and any host might 
well have been proud of it. As the various courses 
were served, the conversation resolved itself into talks 
between groups of the party. Mr. Morton and Mr. 
Rockwell were discussing the pending municipal elec- 
tion, and considering the merits of the respective re- 
form candidates who had been mentioned. Mr. Kent 
and Mr. Haven had a serious but subdued talk about 
the stock market of the afternoon. Mr. Haven vigor- 
ously repelled the insinuation that He had sold Sugar 
stock, but Mr. Kent gave not the slightest hint as to 
what action he had taken to protect his interests. It 
was plain that both gentlemen felt aggrieved at the 
supposed treachery of the other, but were too tactful 
to voice any open charge or suspicion. Messrs. Pence, 
Carmody and Hammond found a fruitful topic in the 
question of the government of the colonies, and in the 
broader subject of " imperialism." Mr. Hestor took 
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little part in the conversation, and seemed to have suf- 
fered a severe reaction from his burst of gayety. 
Twice he excused himself from the table, and was seen 
in earnest conversation with Captain Waters, who 
paced the deck aft of the forward house. 

The dinner was ended, and coffee was followed by 
cigars. Mr. Morton looked at his watch. 

" It is half-past eight o'clock," he said, in some sur- 
prise. " You must get us back before eleven o'clock," 
he added, addressing Mr. Hestor. " That will give us 
plenty of time to discuss the matter which is the real 
object of this most enjoyable trip. Which way are 
we headed now ? " 

Mr. Morton looked over his shoulder to the star- 
board. The lights of Seabright twinkled faintly over 
some twelve miles of waters. 

" We are headed about for Spain, I should say," 
said Hestor, with an uneasy laugh. 

" I must be home before eleven o'clock," declared 
Mr. Pence. " My folks will be worried to death." 
Mr, Pence seemed much annoyed and disturbed. 

" That is later than I had calculated to remain out," 
said Mr. Carmody. "You will have to give us that 
twenty-three knots an hour in order to get us back in 
time." 

Captain Waters stood in the doorway, his form 
showing clear against the moonlit sky. 

" You are not going home tonight, gentlemen," said 
Hestor, with studied deliberation. " I have decided 
to enjoy your company for an indefinite period. You 
are to take a well-earned vacation at the expense and 
under the management of your humble servant, the 
owner of the ocean-going steam yacht, the * Shark.' " 

"What mad jest is this, Walter!" exclaimed Sid- 
ney Hammond, as he advanced in a half-threatening 
manner towards Hestor. Captain Waters also stepped 
forward. Mr. Morton and his associates were speech- 
less in amazement. " Put the boat about at once, and 
do not mar by your ill-timed jokes, an occasion which 
has been so thoroughly enjoyed by all your guests." 
Hammond's eyes flashed in anger. • 

" This is no merry jest or joke," said Hestor, who, 
though slightly pale, was cool and collected. " We are 
not going back to New York tonight or for many 
days to come. This is purely a matter of business. It 
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is a newspaper enterprise in the way of an experiment 
I have had in mind for some time. I have determined 
to ascertain whether or not the universe will continue 
to run without the aid of you gentlemen, and have 
adopted this pleasant method of making the test. 
Of course, there are bound to be some trifling an- 
noyances and some worry occasioned, but with your 
aid, these can be reduced to a minimum." 

" This is pure madness ! " exclaimed Hammond> 
looking Hestor firmly in the eyes, as if to read his 
thoughts or fathom the purpose of his old-time friend. 
He no longer regarded Hestor's words as a joke. He 
did not believe him drunk. 

With the exception of Mr. Kent, the guests had 
arisen from their chairs. Their faces were a study 
for an artist. Mr. Rockwell was in a rage, and ner- 
vously grasped a heavy decanter, as if to use it as a 
weapon. In this moment of silence, the steady throb- 
bing of the engines, the musical swash of the water 
as the boat glided placidly along, the faint hum of the 
dynamos, all seemed accentuated. A few boat lengths 
away the rows of lights from a west-bound steamer 
looked, as Kipling says, " like a long hotel." Her 
passengers were plainly seen waving handkerchiefs, 
and the murmur of their voices, happy in the thought 
of the end of a voyage, sounded in the ears of the 
guests of the " Shark.'^ 

" H you are in earnest, this is an outrage for which 
you shall suffer," shouted Mr. Rockwell, in a voice 
hoarse with passion. He dropped the decanter in his 
excitement and it smashed in fragments on the floor. 
" If you are sane, this is a crime. If it is a joke, it is 
an intolerable outrage. If you are crazy, you should 
be taken care of by your friends. I am sure," he con- 
tinued, lowering his voice and speaking with more 
calmness, " that Captain Waters and his crew will 
pay no attention to your orders. Surely he will not 
detain gentlemen of our standing against our will." 

Mr. Kent arose deliberately and paced up and down 
the dining-room, smoking his cigar with the air of a 
spectator who was but slightly interested in the matter 
at issue. Mr. Pence was in an agony of terror. He 
looked wistfully at the retreating steamship, whose 
lights were fading in the distance. 
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" This is awful ! " he groaned. " Speak to him, 
Mr. Carmody. Speak to the Captain ! " 

Mr. Carmody was a gentleman of impressive mien. 
He had retained his dignity and his composure most 
admirably, and addressed Captain Waters with the 
easy air in which we was wont to issue orders to the 
managers and superintendents of his vast enterprises. 
He calmly drank a little of a glass of water and step- 
ping forward, faced Captain Waters. 

That gentleman was a study in bronze. He was in 
full uniform. The gold braid of his cap, the bars of 
gold on his shoulders and sleeves, and the rows of 
brass buttons on his coat, were in sharp contrast to the 
plain apparel of the group which now clustered around 
him. A long, livid scar across his left cheek and ex- 
tending to the point of his chin, showed plain in the 
electric light which flooded the room. The closely- 
cropped gray moustache; the shaggy, black eyebrows 
beetling over the cold blue eyes; the iron-gray hair 
beneath the cap; the erect, impassive pose of the 
figure — proclaimed the character of the official who 
held in his control the immediate destiny of the group 
of men who now confronted him. 

Mr. Kent did not join this party. He had 
paused by a starboard window and was gazing out 
as if deeply concerned in a study of the weather. 
Hestor stood a little back of the Captain, while Ham- 
mond had seated himself by the table. In his face 
anger and bewilderment struggled for mastery. 

" Captain Waters," said Mr. Carmody, placing his 
hand familiarly on the broad shoulder of that official, 
" on behalf of the gentlemen on this yacht, I demand 
of you, as its captain, that you immediately put about 
and return to New York. You are responsible. Mr. 
Hestor is clearly irresponsible. It is our wish to re- 
turn at once." 

" It certainly is ! It certainly is ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Pence, attempting to grasp Captain Waters's hand. 
That official glanced at Mr. Hestor as if waiting for 
him to answer. 

" You know your orders," said Hestor. " You are 
the captain of this yacht." 

" I get my orders from Mr. Hestor and obey them," 
said Captain Waters, addressing no member of the 
group in particular. His voice was gruff, but not 
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unkind. " We are headed east, nor'east. When he 
says to change her course, I will change her course. 
Until then, not. That's all." 

This was a long speech for Captain Waters. He 
turned and walked to the door. 

" The * Shark ' is yours, gentlemen," said Hestor, 
airily. " The servants are yours to command, but I 
will issue all necessary orders to the captain. You 
gentlemen, who have such great interests under your 
control, must realize that, in such an outing as I have 
planned, Captain Waters must not be annoyed with 
conflicting orders. I have provided everything for 
your comfort, and am sure you will thank me for the 
treat I have in store for you. I will rejoin you in 
a few moments. I wish to study our charts and de- 
termine our course for the night. Then we will have 
some music in Social Hall. I would like to see you 
for a few moments, Sidney; if the gentlemen will 
excuse you." 

Mr. Hammond hesitated a moment. Mr. Carmody 
stepped to his side and spoke a few words in a low 
tone. Sidney listened, and bowing to him and the 
others, joined Hestor and followed him into his private 
state-rooms at the forward part of the deck-house. 

" Well, I'll be damned ! " said Mr. Haven, with per- 
haps justifiable emphasis, as Hestor smiled graciously 
and departed with Sidney Hammond. " We are kid- 
napped ! " 

"Did you just find that out?" drawled Mr. Kent, 
as he reached for another cigar. " I knew that five 
minutes ago." 

" You take it mighty coolly," said Mr. ftaven, glar- 
ing at the big speculator. ** One would think that the 
kidnapping of six of the wealthiest men in New York 
was an every-day event by the way you take it." 

" I have seen stranger things than this happen," said 
Mr. Kent. " Take it easy. Take it easy. You will 
get Pence excited." 

Mr. Pence had passed the stage of excitement. 
He was lost in the depth of despair. Had one of the 
marines entered and commanded him to walk the 
plank, it would not have added to the weight of woe 
which overwhelmed him. 

Mr. Palmer J. Morton had taken no part in the. 
brief proceedings which had accomplished this revo- 
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lution. He grasped the situation from the moment 
Hestor made his first declaration, and realized that 
whether their dilemma was the result of a plot or the 
whim of a maniac, that arguments and force were 
useless. In a flash he reviewed the events which had 
preceded this coup; Hestor's visit and his newspaper 
trust scheme; the injunction of secrecy, and the skill 
with which they had been lured on board the yacht. 
He thought of the strange movements on the Stock 
Exchange of the afternoon; the enromous selling of 
stocks by some unknown interest. He glanced sus- 
piciously at Mr. Kent, but dismissed the thought which 
had suggested itself. He had personally invited Mr. 
Kent ; in fact, he had arranged the party. Deep down 
in his heart he cursed himself. He, the greatest mind 
in Wall Street — the giant in the world of finance — ^to 
be made the catspaw of a fool, villain or maniac! 
The thought was insufferable. He wondered if his 
associates would place the responsibility for the catas- 
trophe at his door. In a sense, he was to blame. But 
who could have foreseen such a denouement? Mr. 
Morton prided himself that he could divine the mach- 
inations of the cool-headed business schemer, but was 
he expected to cope with a fantastic plots of a crazy 
man ? It was enough to know that he had been duped. 
He must devise a way out of the trap which he had 
helped to set. 

" Gentlemen," he said, " this is a serious affair, but 
we must meet it coolly and with deliberation. It is of 
no avail to storm and rage. We are caged, and it will 
do no good to beat our wings against the bars. I feel 
myself largely at fault in this affair, but all of us are 
likely to make mistakes and to suffer lapses in judg- 
ment. In this " 

• " Mr. Morton," interrupted Mr. Rockwell, " I think 
I speak for all present when I say that we do not hold 
you in the least responsible for this ridiculous event 
I should have done the same thing. So would any of 
us." 

" I thought that newspaper trust one of the best 
things I ever heard of," said Mr. Pence, and his eyes 
brightened for the moment at the thought. " I figured 
it out that the stock would have paid twenty per cent, 
dividends on the original investment. Oh, it is 
awful!" 
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Mr. Pence evidently did not refer to the magnitude 
of the vanished dividends, but to his present sorrow. 

" We must retire to one of the state-rooms and 
consider . what can be done/* said Mr. Morton. " I 
presume the owner or the officers of the boat will not 
object to our movements, so long as we comply with 
the rules of discipline. We have been informed that 
the yacht is ours, and I suggest that we select our 
stjite-rooms and meet in one of them and confer to- 
gether." 

"You can do anything you please," said Hestor, 
who had entered the room, and had overheard the lat- 
ter part of Mr. Morton's remarks. " But the hour is 
early, and there is plenty of excellent wine straining 
agamst the corks in the effort to escape and enhance 
the jollity of this occasion. Besides, we are going to 
have music. I have attempted to reconcile Mr. Ham- 
mond to his fate, and I know he will favor us with 
a song. It is a treat to hear Sidney sing. Mr. Pence, 
I know you would enjoy the way in which Sidney 
renders 'Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep.' It is 
great ! Then Bob is a good singer. He sings the best 
coon songs I ever heard. I do not pretend to be a 
virtuoso, but I am an eager and willing performer, 
and will do the best I can. Did I ever sing you my 
favorite song? It goes like this: 

There was an old geezer, and he had a wooden leg; 
He had no tobacco, no tobacco could he beg; 
Another old geezer was as cunning as a fox. 
And he always had tobacco in his old tobacco box. 

(Clog Step.) 
Yes, he always had tobacco m his old tobacco box. 

" The second verse points a fine moral and is even 
better," said Mr. Hestor, and he struck an attitude 
and started the first line: 

*' Said geezer number one, will you—** 

"Mr. Hestor." 

The singer stopped. Captain Waters stood in the 
door, and his hand was on the arm of a gentleman 
whose face and pose constituted a character study. 
He was a big, handsome man with a florid complexion, 
and aggressive black moustache, shrewd blue eyes and 
a profusion of brown hair which fell to his coat collar. 
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There was no timidity in his attitude, yet there was 
some indescribable weakness in his general bearing. 
He was well-dressed, and had a roll of paper under 
his arm which he carefully guarded. Hestor looked 
at him in blank amazement. Mr. Pence groaned. 

"Who in the devil are you?" demanded Hestor, 
as Captain Waters released the arm of the new arrival. 

" L. Sylvester Vincent, of Chicago," was the reply. 

"What in thunder are you doing on this boat? 
Where did you find him. Captain Waters ? " 

" He was in the aft passageway ; he had just come 
out of one of the state-rooms." 

"This is Mr. Hestor, is it not?" said Mr. Vincent, 
who had entirely recovered his self-possession; if, in 
fact, he had ever lost it. " I recognize you from your 
picture. It was like this : I have been trying for ten 
days to see Mr. Carmody," and Mr. Vincent bowed 
pleasantly to Mr. Carmody, who glared back at him. 
" Mr. Carmody is a very busy man, and my time is of 
some value also. Well, I followed him down to the 
boat, and I guessed that he was going to take a little 
pleasure trip. I figured that this would be a good 
time to get a chance to talk to him, so I came on 
board. Anticipating that there might be some ob- 
jections to my — er — to my being a guest, and not 
desiring to intrude on your company at dinner, I re- 
mained down stairs until you gentlemen had finished 
your repast." Mr. L. Sylvester Vincent looked hun- 
grily at the yet loaded table and concluded : " I was 
just starting to come upstairs and introduce myself 
to Mr. Carmody when your genial Captain — Captain 
Waters, I believe — ^kindly consented to escort me here." 

" You are all right," said Hestor, as he burst into 
a roar of laughter. " I don't know who you are, or 
what you do, but if I have any influence, you can get 
a job as reporter on The New York Record any time 
you ask for it. Captain Waters, how 4id our old col- 
lege chum, L. Sylvester Vincent, get on board the 
'Shark'?" 

Captain Waters looked rather crestfallen, and 
glared at Mr. Vincent with an expression which boded 
that gentleman no good. 

" He came along about a minute after you and those 
two gentlemen did," said Captain Waters, pointing to 
Mr. Rockwell and Mr. Carmody. " I supposed he was 
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one of your party. He handed me his card and came 
aboard. I found him roaming around below and 
knew that something was wrong. So I brought him 
up here." 

" Glad to see you aboard the yacht," said Hestor. 
*' You will have plenty of time to talk matters over 
with Mr. Carmody." 

" When do you go back ? " asked Mr. Vincent, as a 
puzzled expression came into his face. 

" We are not going back," Hestor replied. " We are 
going to the South Sea Islands." 



CHAPTER XIII. 

AT SEA. 

The interview in Hestor's cabin with Mr. Sidney 
Hammond was brief and spirited. Hammond did not 
wait for any explanations, but proceeded to denounce 
Hestor in scathing terms. That gentleman smiled 
pleasantly and waited for him to conclude. 

" This is the act of a mad man or a villain ! " said 
Hammond, as he paced angrily up and down the nar- 
row room. Hestor had seated himself at a writing 
desk and leisurely rolled a cigarette. "You do not 
look like a crazy man, but you act like one. You have 
not been drinking to excess, arid cannot plead intoxi- 
cation as an excuse for this outrage. Of all the unac- 
countable things! What do you mean to do? What 
is your object in detaining these men whom you have 
induced to become your guests ? Have you stopped to 
think of the agony this will cause their relations ? Have 
you considered how my sister Olive will feel when I 
fail to return home ? " 

He stopped in front of Hestor, his eyes flashing 
anger. His voice trembled with rage and he restrained 
himself by an effort from a physical attack on Hestor. 

" Don't get so excited, Sidney,'' said Hestor, as he 
lit the cigarette. " There is nothing so serious about 
this as you imagine. Olive thinks you have gone to 
Europe with me. I sent her a telegram and signed 
your name to it. I made a copy of the message and 
here it is." 



Digitized by 



Google 



178 Clever Business Sketches 

Hestor handed a slip of paper to Hammond, who 
read as follows : 

Miss Olive Hammond: 

It is necessary for me to accompany Mr. Hestor on a 
short business trip to Europe. We sail early this evening, 
and I shall be too busy to come home to bid you good-bye. 
Pack my trunk and valise and send them to Mr. Hestor's 
office. Do not come down town as I do not know where 
I shall be in the meantime. Put my scrap books and some 
writing paper in the trunk, as I wish to work on my essays 
on the trip across and back. Also enclose the matter I 
have already written. I shall not be gone long. Regret 
that I cannot see you before I leave, but know that you 
are used to these sudden journeys and will forgive me. 

SIDNEY HAMMOND. 

" That shows that, while a forger, you are not en- 
tirely lost to decency," said Hammond, with evident 
relief, but no signs of relenting. " But how about 
these other men? They have dear ones. They have 
feelings. Think of what they must suffer and how 
much grief you will cause if you persist in your course. 
You must put this boat back to New York at once.'* 

" It cannot be done, Sidney," said Hestor.. " I have 
this all planned out. Tomorrow these men can com- 
municate with their people. I will take care of that." 
Hestor's manner changed. The smile died on his lips 
and his face grew dark. " You are my friend," he said 
in a tone singularly harsh and strident. " You are my 
friend, but I shall not permit you to interfere in the 
least with my plans. This is my yacht, and we are on 
the high seas. The man who refuses to obey orders 
on this boat will be put in irons. I should not like to 
see you in the booby hatch, Sidney," and Hestor 
laughed in an unpleasant way. 

" There will be some one hurt before I go in irons," 
Hammond said, fiercely. " After what you have done, 
I should not be surprised, however, at any attempted 
outrage. Do you care to give any sane reason for 
this affair?" 

" I gave you the reasons at the dinner table,'* said 
Hestor, whose fit of anger had passed. " These men 
now on this yacht have managed to secure control 
of about everything in the country worth having. 
They run Wall Street, the banks, the trusts, the rail- 
roads, and dictate to the government. I want to find 
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out what would happen if they should die simultaneo- 
ously. Such a thing might happen, don't you know? 
An anarchist might blow all of them up at a director's 
meeting. A cyclone might hit them, or any old thing 
happen, don't you know! Well, what would be 
the result? No one knows. I am going to find out. 
They will be cut off from communication except for 
one day. During that time they may be dead for all 
any one knows. Then I will see that word is received 
fi'om them, saying that they are safe. That will re- 
lieve the strain on their families and friends. We then 
will see how the country gets along without them for 
awhile. Great scheme, don't you think ? " 

Hammond continued to pace the floor, but said 
nothing. Hestor seemed intensely in earnest. 

" Why, it's great, Sidney ! " he exclaimed. " I sup- 
posed you would be tickled to death. Don't you re- 
member what we were talking about at dinner? You 
said that such men as these did not have time, and 
would not take time to consider social economy or 
anything of that kind. Well, I am going to see that 
they do take the time. You shall be their preceptor. 
' Professor Sidney Hammond, Master of Political 
Economy and Instructor to Millionaires temporarily 
Retired from Business ! ' How is that ? I say it is 
the greatest scheme ever invented ! I have selected a 
site for this university, and have stocked the yacht 
library with all the books I have ever heard you men- 
tion. They will be glad to listen to you. They will 
have little else to do. There is no use for you to try 
and talk me out of it. The hardest part of the work 
is done. It is now up to you. When you think it all 
over, you will agree with me and help me out. I know 
you will." 

" Does Mr. Van Home, the editor of The Record, 
know anything about this ? " asked Sidney. 

" Of course, he does not," said Hestor, promptly. 
"I have not seen Bob in six months. This is my 
personal affair. It is my contribution to the modem 
science of political economy. The Record has nothing 
to do with it. That paper has no exclusive right tq 
my services. I can do as I please. Just now, I arp 
working for myself. I never thought of this until 
a week ago, and it came to me like an inspiration. Of 
course, I could confide my plans to no one, but I frft 
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sure you would appreciate the scheme and give it your 
co-operation. You will, when you get over your fool- 
ish anger. I must rejoin our friends. They will think 
I am neglecting them." 

There being nothing for Sidney to say, he re- 
mained quiet and returned to the dining-room in time 
to meet Mr. L. Sylvester Vincent, as has been related. 

Hestor soon found that his unwilling guests desired 
to rietire to the apartments which had been reserved 
for them. They were shown to the state-rooms, and 
a servant detailed to look after their comfort. . They 
found that their host had made every effort to antici- 
pate their needs. Slippers, smoking jackets, pajamas, 
and a liberal assortment of linen and undergarments 
were provided in profusion. Hestor bid them a pleas- 
ant good night, and returned to the upper deck, where 
he found Mr. L. Sylvester Vincent. That gentleman's 
face yet bore a puzzled expression. He had vainly at- 
tempted to engage Mr. Hammond in conversation. He 
now approached Hestor. ' 

" Where did you say you were going, Mr, Hes- 
tor ? " he asked. 

" South Sea Islands." 

" But I must go back to New York," explained Mr. 
Vincent. " Just as soon as I can see Mr. Carmody, vou 
must put me off. Which way are we going now ? 

" About east." 

"Will you ask Mr. Carmody if he will see me 
now?" asked Mr. Vincent in his most insinuating 
manner. 

" Can't do it. He has retired for the night," replied 
Hestor. "You stay with us. This is the chance of 
your life. You are a promoter, are you not ? Yes? I 
thought so. Well, you are in luck. On this yacht are 
six of the richest men in the world. You can promote 
any old thing with them, if you know your business. 
Make yourself at home. Keep right at them. Don't 
let them stand you off. You will have lots of time. I 
see you have your drawings and plans with you. 
You certainly are in luck. Bob, show Mr. Vincent 
to state-room number eight, and give him a suit of 
pink pajamas. They will suit his complexion." 

" I guess Fm in for it, Mr. Hestor, but you will 
find me game," he said. " I wanted to go back, but I 
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suppose ni have to stick. Who are all of these gen- 
tlemen?" 

" I supposed you knew them. I will introduce you 
tomorrow. There is John M. Rockwell, whom you 
know; Andrus Carmody, a big iron and steel man; 
Palmer J. Morton, a railroad magnate and financier; 
R. J. Kent, a big Wall Street operator ; Hiram Haven, 
a sugar manufacturer ; and Simon Pence, who is also 
a financier — ^you want to keep your eye on Pence — he 
is likely to own your drawings, if you don't watch 
him. Don't lend him any money. Then there is Sid- 
ney Hammond, a personal friend of mine," concluded 
Mr. Hestor. 

Mr. Vincent's eyes bulged out as these names tripped 
from the tongue of Mr. Hestor. He was speechless. 

" You don't wish to quit a good game like this, don't 
you know," said Hestor. " Bob, Mr. Vincent has not 
dined. Serve him the best there is on the boat. You 
will excuse me; I am going to confer with Captain 
Waters." 

Mr. Vincent's surprise did not seriously impair his 
appetite, but Bob noticed that at times he paused with 
fork half lifted to his mouth and ejaculated : " Palmer 

J. Morton ! Well, I'll be ! Andrus Carmody and 

R. J. Kent ! Well, wouldn't that frost you ! Say, this 
is a dream ! I wonder when I'll wake up ? " He placed 
his drawings on the table, so that he would not lose 
^ight of them, and completed a repast which did mu- 
tual credit to his appetite and to the skill of the cook. 

In the meantime, six famous men were in conclave 
in Mr. Morton's state-room. With the exception of 
Mr. Pence, they had entirely regained theii^ com- 
posure, and proceeded to business as calmly as if they 
were within sight and sound of Broadway cable cars, 
instead of being captives on the high seas. 

" Gentlemen," said Morton, as all were seated, " let 
us talk this matter over and see what can be done. 
Have you any plan to suggest, Mr. Kent? " 

" Not a plan," responded Mr. Kent. " We are in 
for it. This fellow Hestor has his plans all laid, and 
I am going to watch him carry them out. There is 
nothing we can do." 

" I do not agree with you," said Mr. Morton, lean- 
ing back in his chair. " It will be a remarkable thing 
if six men of our financial standing and alleged abil- 
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ity cannot find a way to circumvent the plans of a 
knave or a fool. This looks to me like a money ques- 
tion." 

"Money?" exclaimed Mr. Kent. "Well, how 
much money have we?" He reached down into his 
clothes and produced thirty-eight cents in change, and 
extracted from his fob pocket a five dollar and a two 
dollar bill. " I have seven dollars and thirty-eight 
cents to contribute to this campaign fund." 

" That has nothing to do with the matter, Kent," 
said Mr. Morton with some impatience. " The fact is 
well known that we can command an almost unlimited 
amount of money." 

" You can't command it out on the Atlantic Ocean," 
drawled Mr. Kent. " Let's see just how much we six 
plutocrats have in actual money. I have $7.38, and 
here it is." 

He placed it on the table. 

" How much have you got. Haven?" 

Mr. Hiram Haven had been making an inventory 
and produced $31.62. 

" You are affluent," observed Mr. Kent. " And you, 
Mr. Carmody?" 

"I find on examination that I have twelve dollars 
and some small change ; twelve dollars and twenty-five 
cents, to be exact," said Mr. Carmody. Mr. Palmer 
J. Morton, finding that Mr. Kent was determined to 
pursue this cash investigation, annoimced that he 
had $428.85. Mr. Rockwell was less fortunate in his 
immediate possessions. He scheduled $78.15. 

" Well, dig up. Brother Pence," said Mr. Kent. 
" What is your contribution to the war chest ? " 

" I have eleven cents and a Brookl)m Bridge ticket," 
said Mr. Pence. " You see, I never carry an)rthing but 
carfare. It is so easy to lose money out of your pock- 
ets, and then you may be held up and robbed. I lost 
a silver dollar through a hole in my pocket once, and 
have never carried any large sums of money since." 

" So I have heard," said Mr. Kent. " Well, pass 
over your eleven cents. You know the story of the 
widow's mite. Everjrthing counts. Let's see; we 
have a total of $558.20. That is a good average for 
six millionaires. I seldom carry more than a hundred 
dollars. Now, what can we do with it? " 

He looked at Mr. Morton. 
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" I do not suppose we can do an)rthing with that 
amount of money," responded the financier. "That 
was not my idea. Still it is a good plan to know just 
bow much we have on hand. I look at the matter in 
this light; if this man Hestor is not absolutely crazy, 
he has some definite object in view. It may take the 
form of a demand for a ransom. The question for us 
to decide is, first, shall we pay a ransom ; and second, 
if so, how much? Personally, I regard this in a 
purely business way. My time is wor3i money. We 
have been trapped and our time captured with our 
persons. I should be willing to make a reasonable 
compromise. Since I am the one most to blame for 
this affair, I shall insist on standing half of any fund 
which may be agreed upon." ' 

" I have often thought of what I would do if kid- 
napped and held for ransom," said Mr. Carmody, in a 
reflective way. " I have always thought that I would 
rather die than pay a dollar, but now that the fact con- 
fronts me, I believe that the thoughts of those at home 
outweigh my scruples. I think I should be ready to 
contribute to any such fund." 

"Who are you going to give it to?" asked Mr. 
Kent. 

" Why, to Mr. Hestor," answered Mr. Morton. 

" It will do no good," replied Mr. Kent, with the de- 
cision of a man who has unalterably made up his mind. 
" He is as crazy as a woman's watch. He will laugh 
at you. Mark my words; it will do no good to talk 
to him. Your only hope is in that Captain Waters. 
You might try that $558.20 on him, but I don't be- 
lieve he would touch it or a hundred times that 
amount. I tell you, we are in for an ocean voyage 
with a land-up on some island." 

Mr. Pence groaned and abstracted his eleven cents 
from the pile which yet remained on the table. 

"I am not so sure about Hestor," said Mr. Mor- 
ton. " He loves money as well as the best of them. 
Hestor acts crazy, but it may be assumed. If we 
offered him say $2,000,000, he might regain his sense. 
What do you think about it, Mr. Rockwell ? " 

" I am not very hopeful," said Mr. Rockwell. " In 
the event we decide on such a course, I would sug- 
gest a larger amount. I will cheerfully pledge $2,000,- 
000 to a $5,000,000 fund." 
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" That is more than your share," said Mr. Morton. 
" I think your suggestion as to a larger amount is a 
wise one, and I will pledge half of it." 

This was objected to by all except by Mr. Pence, 
who had been busy with a pencil and announced that 
he could not see his way clear to contributing more 
than $25,000 to any fund. He explained that money 
was at so low ^ rate of interest that it was a drug on 
the market. 

"Why, I have $4,000,000 right now in the bank, 
which is not drawing a cent of interest ! " he ex- 
claimed. " It is an awful loss to me ! I really cannot 
spend more than $25,000 for this purpose. And to 
think that there is no return for it; absolutely no 
return ! " 

" You would return," said Mr. Kent. 

It was finally agreed to pledge a sum of $5,000,000, 
of which Mr. Morton insisted on paying $1,500,000; 
Mr. Rockwell pledged ^1,250,000; Mr. Carmody, 
$750,000 ; Mr. Kent, $750,000 ; Mr. Haven, $725,000, 
and Mr. Pence, $25,000. Mr. Morton was delegated 
to conduct the negotiations with Hestor, and if he 
failed, he was also to confer with Captain Waters as 
a last resort. 

After a general discussion, the party separated, and 
at midnight quiet reigned on board the good steam 
yacht, the " Shark." She was then plowing the At- 
lantic at a twenty-knot rate, at a point about one hun- 
dred miles southwest of Montauk Light. At the sug- 
gestion of Mr. Haven, it had been agreed that in the 
future no open resentment should be displayed towards 
Hestor. 

" It is better policy to dissemble," argued Mr. 
Haven. "We will gain nothing by affronting him. 
Moreover, if we appear resigned and unconcerned, we 
may throw him off his guard. Personally, I would 
like to break his neck, but it will be better to appear 
cordial, even if we do not feel that way." 

Sidney Hammond talked with Hestor until late in 
the night, but was unable to influence him in any way. 
He decided to abandon such efforts for the time, and 
to await developments. Mr. Vincent wandered about 
the boat, kept clear of Captain Waters, and made sev- 
eral ineffectual attempts to enter into conversation 
with the crew. He finally repaired to " Social Hall/* 
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where he kept Bob busy until midnight. It may have 
been the swell of the sea, but he had difficulty navi- 
gating between the buffet and his state-room, and did 
not awaken the following morning until the sim was 
high in the heavens. 

It was another beautiful day. The stm was to the 
starboard of the yacht as she cleaved the long heavy 
swell, which came with the early morning hours. This 
showed a course about northeast, and awakened hopes 
in the breasts of the captive millionaires. It was evi- 
dent that the boat was somewhere off the New Eng- 
land coast, and not headed for any South Sea Islands. 
Was it possible that Hestor had repented of his rash 
idea and was about to return? 

Mr. Kent was the first to appear in " Social Hall." 
Mr. Haven soon joined him, and in a short time all 
of the party were on deck. The brass work, newly 
burnished, sparkled in the sunlight ; the deck had been 
scrubbed until it glistened in its cleanliness ; from stem 
to stem the " Shark " was in man-of-war shape and 
a delight to look upon. 

" Good morning, gentlemen." 

Mr. Hestor stood before them in the full cruising 
uniform of a New York yachtsman. He looked im- 
commonly well in it. He bowed pleasantly, stepped 
up to Mr. Morton, extended his arm and shook hands 
cordially with that gentleman. He thus greeted the 
others and seemed delighted at his reception. 

" I trust that you enjoyed a good night's rest," he 
said. All had done so except Mr. Pence, who said he 
did not like the water. 

" Oh, you will soon get used to it," responded Hes- 
tor. " Ah, here comes Sidney. Good morning, Sidney. 
Beautiful day, is it not? By the way, where is Mr. 
Vincent? Send one of the boys and call him. You 
have not been formally introduced to Mr. Vincent, 
have you? I will present him at the breakfast table. 
I will admit that his advent was a bit informal, 
don't you know, but he is here and we must treat him 
as one of us." 

Under the spur of Hestor's good nature, and the 
understanding arrived at between the captives the 
preceding evening, conversation became general and 
spirited. Sidney looked on in quiet amazement. The 
stirring events of the day before had seemingly been 
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forgotten, and the entire party acted as if bent on 
heartily enjoying a much-anticipated pleasure cruise. 
Mr. Rockwell quietly explained to Sidney what had 
been agreed upon. 

" After breakfast," said Mr. Hestor, " such of you 
gentlemen as choose can change your business suits 
for yachting costumes. You will find them much 
more comfortable for lounging around. Mr. Pence 
will look like an old sea dog in the clothes I have se- 
lected for him. I will have them placed in your rooms, 
and if they do not fit, I have assorted sizes from 
which to make a selection. You will find that I have 
anticipated everything. Ah, here comes Mr. Vincent! 
Good morning, sir ! Glad to see you aboard the yacht. 
Shake hands with Mr. Rockwell. Mr. Rockwell — 
Mr. Vincent — L. Sylvester Vincent, of Chicago. Mr. 
Carmody — Mr. Vincent." Hestor introduced the un- 
invited guest to all present. 

Breakfast followed, and it was quite a merry party. 
All were hungry. Mr. Hestor was in boisterous good 
hirnior, and kept up a running fire of talk and ques- 
tions. He persuaded Mr. Carmody to promise an early 
interview with L. Sylvester Vincent, and that Chicago 
promoter saw visions of wealth in the aromatic vapors 
which arose from his coffee. Mr. Vincent was so 
much emboldened that he entertained the company 
with an experience he had survived while investigat- 
ing some Mexican mining property for a syndicate of 
Omaha capitalists — ^a tale in which a mountain lion 
and a fair senorita were woven into the plot in which 
L. Sylvester finally emerged as the successful and 
triumphant hero. 

When breakfast was ended, Mr. Hestor led Mr. 
Carmody to the main saloon, and with much pride dis- 
played the books of the well-selected library. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

AN OCEAN CRUISE. 

Mr. Kent seated himself with Mr. Haven and Mr. 
Pence in comfortable chairs on the starboard side of 
the yacht. Over their heads, and slightly forward were 
the trim outlines of the naphtha laimch. Six or eight 
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miles away the sails of a schooner showed white 
against the blue of sea and sky. Mr. Pence looked 
longingly at the schooner and then at the launch. In 
some way the two were Knked in his mind with a vague 
possibility, but he surrendered the thought with a sigh. 
A few fleecy clouds drifted overhead. The sun was 
warm enough to temper the air from the ocean. 
There was just enough breeze to ripple the swells. 

"This is not at all bad," said Mr. Kent, as he 
stretched out his legs and lazily smoked a cigar. " I 
have been thinkin^j for years of taking a vacation, and 
now I am taking it." He looked at his watch. 

" It's five minutes of ten," he said, looking at Mr. 
Haven. " I wonder if they have missed us yet ? There 
will be some fun on the Stock Exchange when the 
news comes out." 

" If I had sold Sugar yesterday as you did," said 
Mr. Haven, with some acridity, " I might look at this 
matter in the calm and philosophical way in which you 
do. You know you sold Sugar yesterday, Kent." 

" I generally know what I sell and when I sell it," 
said the non-committal Mr. Kent. " I would like to 
have a lot of it sold right now. Six abducted miUion- 
aires is not a strong bull argtiment." 

" Just think of where money on tall loans will go 
to," sighed Mr. Pence. " I wish I had remained at 
home. Oh, why did I make this fool voyage? " 

"You certainly are in bad luck, Brother Pence," 
said the sympathetic Mr. Kent. " They could use that 
four millions of yours today before the session is 
closed. I suppose money will go to one or two hun- 
dred per cent. The boys will fight to get it." 

Early in the forenoon Mr. Morton found Hestor and 
asked for a private conversation in his state-room. 
The request was readily granted. 

" Mr. Hestor," said the big financier, after a rather 
awkward pause, " you must be aware that your guests 
are men whose time is very valuable, and whose in- 
terests will be imperilled by their continued absence. 
You know that we wish to return. Thus far, you 
have refused to comply with our request. Is there no 
way in which we can compromise the matter? " 

"I know of none which will not disarrange my 
plans," said Hestor. "You are all having a good 
time. What more can I do for you?" 
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" I will come to the point at once," said Mr. Mor- 
ton. " I am authorized by the gentlemen on this boat 
to offer you five million dollars for our immediate 
return to New York harbor." 

" I could not think of it," said Hestor, promptly, as 
if declining an ordinary business proposition. " I have 
more money now that I know what to do with. That 
is why I went into newspaper reporting. No money 
could tempt me, Mr. Morton. Let us drop the sub- 
ject and go on deck. It is too fine a day to remain 
below." 

Mr. Morton realized that he had failed, and that 
there was absolutely no hope in that direction. He 
said nothing to his associates of his lack of success, 
but waited for a chance to speak to Captain Waters. 
It was late in the afternoon before he had an oppor- 
tunity to make any proposition to that official. Hestor 
was on the upper deck. Captain Waters entered the 
saloon, which at that moment was occupied only by 
Mr. Morton and Mr. Rockwell. As the Captain en- 
tered the room, the latter, at a signal from Mr. Mor- 
ton, discreetly retired. Captain Waters stood for a mo- 
ment at the center table and idly turned over the leaves 
of a magazine. Mr. Morton advanced to the table. 

"We are favored with beautiful weather. Captain 
Waters," said Mr. Morton. 

"Good cruising weather," responded the Captain, 
as he turned and started for the companion way. Mr. 
Morton placed himself squarely in front of him. 

" Captain Waters, I wish to have a few words with 
yoii in private." 

" Not with me, sir," said Captain Waters. He 
stopped for an instant with one foot on the stair. He 
looked Mr. Morton full in the eyes. " I talk in private 
only with Mr. Hestor," he said. 

Mr. Morton laid his hand on the officer's arm. 
He was not accustomed to have his requests refused 
or his offers repulsed. For a moment he seemed to 
study the stem face of the official. 

" Captain Waters," he said, in a low yet distinct 
voice, " do you wish to make a million dollars ? " 

"No, sir." ^ 

The heavy jaws came together with a snap which 
was more eloquent in its decision than any studied re- 
fusal. He disengaged his arm and strode up the corn- 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 189 

panion way and in a minute stood on the bridge of the 
" Shark." He studied the sky for a while and glanced 
at the compass. The wind had swung into the north- 
east and was blowi;ig with increasing force. It had 
grown hazy during the preceding hours, but with the 
change of wind the mist was swept away, and, as Cap- 
tain Waters looked, the faint outlines of a rugged 
coast showed against the northwestern horizon. 

" Keep her off a point," he said to the wheelsman. 

Mr. Morton slowly paced the saloon with his hands 
behind his back and his head bent forward, as in deep 
contemplation. In a short time Mr. Rockwell returned. 
He gave Mr. Morton a questioning look. In response, 
Mr. Morton shook his head gloomily, but said not a 
wordr His companion showed no surprise, nor did he 
evince much disappointment. Like Mr. Kent, he saw 
no hope for immediate relief, and had resigned himself 
to await results. He selected a book from the shelves 
and read quietly until dinner was announced. 

Dinner was served at six o'clock. The weight of 
entertaining fell on Hestor and Vincent. While the 
latter gentleman had not yet been able to attract the 
attention of Mr. Carmody, he was satisfied that he 
would have an abundance of time in which to explain 
his plans. Mr. Morton had acquainted his associates 
with the failure which thus far had attended his nego- 
tiations. He yet held out hope, but it was faint. 
When foffee had been served, Hestor arose and said: 

" Gentlemen, we are not far from Cape Cod. During 
the evening, I am going to send a man ashore with 
letters. You will find stationery in your state-rooms. 
I suppose that all of you wish to send word assuring 
your families and friends that you are alive and well. 
You can do so, but you must not enter into any par- 
ticulars about this outing. You can inform those in 
whom you are concerned that you are safe; that you 
will return to them after a reasonable length of time, 
or you may make any other statement not connected 
with business or with your present whereabouts. Hand 
me the letters unsealed, and I will examine them and 
have them mailed during the night. I should have all 
of them in my possession before nine o'clock." 

" How about me ? " asked Mr. Vincent. 

" You are included," said Hestor. 

There was no hesitancy in accepting this invitation^ 
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The thought that they could speedily communicate 
with their loved ones lifted a great load from their 
minds. For an hour, Hestor acted as censor on these 
letters. He made but few changes, and these, of 
course, rendered it necessary to rewrite the rejected 
letters. In the meantime, the yacht had rounded Cape 
Cod and dropped into the quiet waters of the bay. 

Shortly after nine o'clock the dinghy was swung 
out on her davits and lowered into the water. A 
young man in a business suit, such as worn for every- 
day service by the average citizen, acted as mail carrier. 
Propelled by the sturdy arms of a sailor, the little 
craft disappeared in the darkness. Two miles away 
the lights of Provincetown flickered in the distance. 
To the south and north the two lighthouses on this 
side of the coast threw their warning gleam across 
the bay. The electric lights had not been turned on, 
and save for the usual port, starboard and stem 
lights, the yacht was dark. She swung a, long circle 
down the bay and at the end of an hour returned to 
the waters where the dinghy was seen in the dark- 
ness, and shortly after the "Shark" stood out to 
sea. 

At about one o'clock in the morning, when most of 
the passengers were asleep, the dinghy made another 
trip ashore, and returned without the mail messenger. 
He was landed near Boston, and on the following 
morning made a rapid journey to Springfield, Mass., 
and Albany, N. Y., thence to New York City and 
Brooklyn, reaching Philadelphia late that nigm. In 
these cities he posted the letters which, as has been 
told, were received with so much joy. The next day 
he left Philadelphia for Cape May; late that night a 
boat came in from the ocean, and an hour later he was 
on board the " Shark." 

From the time the sand dunes of Cape Cod faded 
away in the night until six days had passed, the passen- 
gers and crew of the " Shark " caught no sight of land. 
Many ships were sighted, but Captain Waters so di- 
rected the course of the yacht that none came within 
signalling distance and generally remained hull down 
on the horizon. 

It was cloudy most of the time, and by the tempera- 
ture alone was it surely known that a southerly course 
was being taken, Thursday night was imcomfortably 
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warm, and the following day when the sun came out 
from behind the clouds, the shade from the awnings 
was found grateful. On Friday the signs that the 
tropics had been entered were tmmistakable. 
' The events of these six days were so unimportant 
that an extended narrative of them would prove unin- 
teresting reading. No further attempt was made to 
approach Hestor. That gentleman seemed the victim 
of varying moods. One day he was all smiles, and the 
embodiment of good humor. The next day he would 
be morose and gloomy. On the fourth day of the 
cruise he disappeared and was not seen imtil the fol- 
lowing afternoon, which was Saturday. Sidney Ham- 
mond saw little of him, and did not seek his society. 
Sidney spent most of his time in the main saloon, 
where the library had attractions for the studious 
lawyer. He saw much of Mr. Carmody, and they had 
many long talks and discussions. Mr. Kent seemed 
to thoroughly enjoy himself, and took pleasure in ask- 
ing Mr. Haven for his opinion on the market price of 
Sugar. 

Mr. Morton was the least satisfied of any of the 
party. For hours he would appear as if lost in thought. 
He was struggling with the first problem wliich defied 
a financial solution. He made several attempts to 
draw Captain Waters into conversation, but was an- 
swered in monosyllables. At one time he suggested 
the advisability of opening negotiations with the crew, 
but Mr. Kent and others advised him that there was 
no hope in that direction. 

On Friday, Mr. L. Sylvester Vincent carried the ap- 
proaches to the Carmody fort, and had that gentleman 
at his mercy. For weeks the Chicago promoter had 
dreamed by night and planned by day how he would 
entrance the great capitalist with his scheme. He held 
imaginary conversations with Mr. Carmody, in which 
he answered all objections and emerged from the con- 
ference triumphant, and backed by the magnate's 
millions. He had rehearsed his part until he knew 
it by heart. In his fancy, all possible handicaps were 
but as cardboard to be riddled by the shot and shell 
of his argumentative batteries. 

Thus it happened that on Friday afternoon, the 
fourth day of the voyage of the " Shark," Vincent 
found Mr. Carmody alone, beneath the awning on the 
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after-deck. He had noted Mr. Carmody's cheerfulness 
at and after luncheon. It argued well for his cause. 
The fate of nations and of promoters oft depends on 
the digestive apparatus of kings and of capitalists. 
Had Wellington dined badly at Brussels, Napoleon 
might have changed the map of Europe. Had King 
George the Third been blessed with a good stomach, 
he might have listened to the appeals of the American 
colonists, and New York today would have been the 
capital of the British empire. 

" Lovely day, Mr. Carmody." Mr. Vincent pulled 
a chair to the side of the capitalist and seated himseif 
with confidence. 

" Fine day, Mr. Vincent. To what do you wish to 
call my attention ? " 

The battle was half won. Mr. Carmody had opened 
the subject. Mr. Vincent excused himself and said he 
would be back in a moment with some documents 
bearing on the plan he had in mind. He soon re- 
turned with the cherished roll of papers. 

" Mr. Carmody," he began, holding the roll in his 
hand without opening it, " the present method of trans- 
porting coal from the anthracite mines in Pennsylvania 
to New York City is unworthy of an age, which has 
properly been termed the age of transportation. It is 
relatively as primitive as the ancient system in which 
the farmer loaded one side of the mule with grain and 
the other side with stones to balance the load on the 
patient animal." 

" You surprise me," said Mr. Carmody. " I 
thought the transportation facilities excellent. The 
* coalers ' are making money and are paying dividends. 
The cars have been improved and the whole business 
combined and reduced to a science. I do not see how 
it can be bettered." 

" I will show you," said Vincent, with confidence 
but deliberation. " You do not put oil in cars and 
freight it from the oil fields of Ohio and Indiana to 
Chicago, do you ? " 

" No, they pipe it to Chicago," responded Mr. Car- 
mody. " I anticipate," he continued, with a smile, 
" that you propose to pipe hard coal from Pennsylvania 
to New York City." 

" That is it exactly," said L. Sylvester'Vincent, who 
could not restrain his enthusiasm. " There is some 
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satisfaction in presenting a plan to a gentleman of your 
intuitive preception. It is the greatest scheme in the 
world! It is absolutely practical. It is one of those 
obvious things which always seem to escape those im- 
mediately interested in a certain business or enterprise, 
but which is discovered by the unprejudiced observer. 
Why should you put anthracite coal in cars and haul 
it to New York when you can pipe it directly into the 
city ? The existing method is absurd ! Here is what 
they do: they mine the coal, crush it in the breakers, 
and then laboriously load it on cars. These coal trains 
are then hauled at enormous expense, by winding and 
various routes to New York or Philadelphia; much 
of it comes through Philadelphia to New York. There 
are delays and switching charges. Some of the coal 
is lost in transit or is stolen. Then there are wrecks, 
in which both coal and cars are lost. It finally arrives 
in Jersey City, and must be placed in barges and hauled 
across the North river. Every move means an added 
expense. It is then dumped into a coal yard in New 
York. What happens then ? *' 

Mr. Vincent paused for effect. 

" I suppose the next thing to do is to sell the coal at 
a fair profit," said Mr. Carmody. 

" I do not mean that," Mr. Vincent continued, a lit- 
tle surprised that the capitalist had failed to point out 
the next item in the economy of his scheme. " They 
then have to send these cars back to the mines empty. 
Absolutely empty! It is a dead loss. And they have 
to haul them up grade all the way. It is actually 
childish!" 

" But how can you pipe coal ? Coal is not a fluid 
like oil," interposed Mr. Carmody. 

" Let me explain," and Mr. Vincent unrolled his 
drawings. They contained a map of the anthracite 
fields of Pennsylvania and a part of the states of 
New Jersey, Maryland and New York. From these 
fields heavy straight lines extended to New York, 
Philadelphia and Baltimore. Mr. Vincent took out a 
pencil. 

" The coal field« are from 1,500 to 2,500 feet above 
tidewater," he explained. " They are abundantly sup- 
plied with water. Now, the specific gravity of coal 
is not great. The average grade of a straight line 
from the coal fields to New York, Philadelphia and 
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Baltimore is not far from fifteen feet to the mile. If 
you flush with water a one-foot pipe having a drop of 
fifteen feet to the mile, the velocity will be terrific. A 
drop of two inches to the mile produces a good cur- 
r,ent in a river. You can imagine the force which 
would be produced in a drop of fifteen feet to tlie mile. 
The x:oal would be swept along like shavings and 
would pour out in a steady stream into New York. 
We would lay the pipes along the bottom of the North 
river and deliver the coal at any place selected in the 
city/' 

" Just think of it," continued Mr. Vincent, after 
a moment's rest, in which Mr. Carmody said nothing. 
" The water would cost little or nothing, and the force 
of gravity would be our motive power. The expense 
of keeping up the plant would be no more than that 
for a hne of gas pipe. No cars to purchase or to keep 
in repair, or to replace when smashed up. The three 
great tidewater ports of New York, Philadelphia and 
Baltimore are at your feet. From all parts of the 
mining section, branch pipes will lead into the parent 
stem. When New York wants more coal, turn a 
valve and shoot it into the city! What do you think 
of it, Mr. Carmody?" 

" How about your pipes in the winter? " asked Mr. 
Carmody. " Would they not freeze? " 

" No more than any water pipes," said Mr. Vincent, 
promptly. " They would be underground, of course. 
They would be just the same as oil pipes, but my plan 
is much simpler than piping oil. The oil is piped up 
hill. Pressure must be furnished. Nature paved the 
way for my scheme. We furnish the pipes ; the water 
and coal and gravity does the rest." 

Mr. Carmody handed the drawings to Mr. Vincent 
and leaned his head back in the steamer chair. Mr. 
Vincent rolled them up carefully, and turned to re- 
sume his conquest. Mr. Carmody had dropped to 
sleep. 

" I have got him," said the undismayed promoter. 
"He did not say a word against it, and I have him 
going." . And he looked at the slumbering millionaire 
with an air of proprietorship. Already he owned a 
yacht, compared with whidi the "Shark" was a 
naphtha launch. 

When Mr. Pence awoke about three o'clock Tucs- 
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day morning, he was much alarmed. He was certain 
thai something serious had happened. An unearthly 
silence prevailed. The engines had stopped, and, save 
for the faint buzz of the electrical machinery, there 
was no sound on the " Shark." The boat had lost all 
motion. It no longer rose and fell to the heaving 
of the seas. 

Mr. Pence hurriedly dressed and went on deck. A 
seaman was pacing back and forth on the after-deck. 
Mr. Pence looked out over the port side of the yacht 
A huge wall of rock towered almost over his head. 
In the light of the nascent moon, the " Shark " seemed 
to rest in the center of a vast amphitheater of beetling 
rocks and crags. Here and there he could make out 
the form of a palm and to his ears came the distinct 
sound of falling water, as of a cascade. To the east 
the cliffs threw a long shadow over the lake in which 
the yacht was anchored. The moon had just scaled the 
highest peak, and the effect was of indescribable 
beauty. But the silence was oppressive. The heavy 
breathing of Mr. Vincent, as it penetrated from the 
deck below, was a relief, and after one reassuring 
glance at the placid scene, Mr. Pence went below and 
soon was sleeping the sleep of the just. 



CHAPTER XV. 

MAROONED. 

"There^s one! See him, Captain? Right beyond 
those weeds, on the bank of that little island, almost 
under the big rock ! Don't you see him? " 

Hestor danced around the forecastle in the most ex- 
cited manner. Captain Waters looked in the direction 
in which he was pointing. 

" Don't you see him? Take my glass and you can 
see him as plainly as the nose on your face! He's 
under that rock with the cocoa tree over it." Hestor 
handed the powerful marine glasses to Captain 
Waters, who took a long look in the direction indicated 
by the excited owner of the " Shark." 

" You're right," he said, " I see him. He's a big 
'un," observed the Captain, as he handed back the 
glasses. " We are too far away for a shot. I can 
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drop her over within two cables' length of shore. He 
ain't likely to move." 

" All right ! " exclaimed Hestor. He dashed to the 
stem of the boat where he found his guests assembled 
on the after-deck, examining the grand scene spread 
out before them. It was six o'clock in the morning, 
and a bright sun had surmounted a crag to the east 
and poured a flood of light into as beautiful a tropic 
bay as can be found in the western hemisphere. 

"If you want to watch some fun, come up forward, 
gentlemen ! " he almost shouted. " Hurry up ; the 
bombardment is about to begin! Come along, Mr. 
Morton, I will show you some sport for your lives ! " 

Hestor's excitement was contagious. As he spoke, 
the anchor came up with a rumble as the big chains 
ground through the haweshole. 

" Man the cutter ! " ordered Hestor, as he and his 
guests approached Captain Waters. " If I am any 
good, we will need her." 

Captain Waters issued the orders and the crew 
sprang to their stations. The davits swung outward, 
and in a few moments the cutter was in the water. 
A moment later the long boat boom was in position, 
and the nimble sailors climbed down the rope ladders 
and took their places in the cutter. 

" Follow close behind us and keep out of range," 
commanded Hestor. " I am a bit out of practice, and 
don't want to shoot you up." 

The yacht swung slowly around, and almost noise- 
lessly headed across the bay in the direction of a small 
island which lay towards the south end of the bay. 

" Look over on the bank there," said Hestor. " Do 
you see something that looks like a log? " 

" I do," said Mr. Kent. Mr. Morton also made it 
out, as did most of the party. 

"It's a 'gator; an alligator, and a whopper!" said 
Hestor. "I won't do a thing to him! We are near 
enough, Captain ! Back her, and hold her steady ! " 

Hestor sprang to a polished piece of machinery, and 
dropped behind a slanting steel guard. A marine stood 
by the side of this bit of mechanism, which was recog- 
nized at a glance as a rapid-fire Hotchkiss gun. Mr. 
Pence gave it one look and retreated behind the deck- 
house. Mr. Morton and the others looked on with 
keen interest. 
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" Sight her for four hundred yards," said Hester, 
addressing his assistant, his voice trembling with ex- 
citement. "Hold her steady, wheelsman!" 

Aided by the marine, he quickly had the range. He 
ran his eye over the glistening barrel. 

" Bing - r-r-bing-r-r-zing-zip-r-r-bing - bing-rip - rip-r- 
bing-r-r-zip-zip-ring-bing ! ! " 

The first shot struck the water to the right about 
one hundred feet from the log-like object* Hestor 
swung the gun with a quick movement to the left, and 
the marine raised the muzzle with the turn of an ad- 
justing device. For a second the water at the tdgt of 
the bank was churned into a foam. The next instant 
the " log " was alive. A long tail waved in the air ; 
the great jaws opened and bellowed in a hoarse roar 
of rage and agony. It rushed for the bank, but as the 
head sank in the water the squat legs relaxed and the 
hulk lay motionless. 

Hestor jumped back from the gun. He took one 
look through the gaseous vapor from the weapon; 
threw his cap in the air and danced for joy. 

" What do you think of that? " he shouted. " The 
books say you have to shoot 'em in the eye in order to 
fetch 'em. I know a trick worth two of that! Say, 
but he's a ' beaut ! ' What do you think of ' Hestor's 
Island,' Mr. Carmody? This is only a starter. You 
can have more fun here in a week than you can have 
in New York in a year. Come out from back there, 
Mr. Pence ! the cruel war is over. Lower the launch, 
Captain Waters. There is plenty of water over there, 
and we'll go and take a look at him." 

As he spoke, the cutter swept past the bow of the 
" Shark," and, propelled by the long, swinging strokes 
of the crew, was headed for the dead saurian. Two 
minutes later the naphtha launch was lowered, and 
with some difficulty, Mr. Pence was persuaded to 
climb down the rope ladder. They sped across the 
water and soon joined the crew who were examining 
the dead monster. 

" Where did I hit him ? " asked Hestor, as he stood 
over his victim. " Hope I haven't shot him all up. 
Say, but he's a dandy I " 

"You only hit him twice, Mr. Hestor," said the 
first mate of the " Shark," a tall, muscular young of- 
ficer, named Baker. "You got him once abaft his 
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port fore leg and the other shot went through his 
uppier deck," and he pointed to a ragged hole where 
the big slug of steel had crushed through the brown 
and yellow ridged plates which form a shield for the 
back of these reptiles, which no common missile can 
penetrate, 

" That's the shot which did the business," said Mr. 
Kent, critically, as he prodded the ugly scales with his 
cane. " That broke his back." 

During this incident, and in all the happenings of this 
eventful day, Hestor conducted himself as if the ar- 
rival and landing on this spot was an ordinary event 
which had been pleasantly anticipated by all on the 
" Shark." The past was forgotten by Hestor, who 
acted as the eager host of a party of gentlemen who 
should be delighted with their entertainment. Except 
for a brief period of moroseness— evinced in actions 
and not in words — such had been Hestor's attitude 
towards his captives since the " Shark " rounded Cape 
Cod. On the morning which opened with the death 
of the crocodile — Sidney Hammond discovered the 
saurian was a crocodile, and not an alligator — Hestor 
was in jubilant spirits. During the day, he seemed 
surprised at certain hints dropped by his unwilling 
guests. His expression was that of the willing host 
who finds his best efforts not fully appreciated, and 
who, therefore, redoubles his attempts to please. He 
was glad that the voyage had so happily ended; glad 
that all had been favored with good health, and earn- 
est in his predictions that his guests would enjoy 
themselves. 

" It may seem like egotism to call this * Hestoria,' " 
he said, as they were seated at the breakfast table, " but 
I practically discovered the place, and in common with 
many other explorers gave it my name. If you gentle- 
men do not like the name, you can call it ' Haven's 
Haven,' or ' Rockwell's Reef,' or ' Vincent's Land,' or 
anything you choose. Its various topographical feat- 
ures are as yet not fully explored, and are unnamed. 
I am going to suggest that we honor Mr. Morton by 
giving his name to this beautiful body of water we are 
now on. We will call it * Morton's Bay.' " 

" Thank you," said Mr. Morton. " I appreciate and 
accept the honor." 

" I have some surprises in store for you," said 
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Hestor, when the meal was finished. "We will go 
ashore directly, and look on something more attractive 
than dead alligators or crocodiles — ^as. Sidney insists on 
calling them. Ah, Captain Waters, has the tide turned 
sufficiently to make a landing? " 

" There is now fourteen foot of water at the land- 
ing," was Captain Waters's answer. " We will have 
the gang plank on shore in ten minutes." 

The panorama unrolled before the gaze of the voy- 
agers on board the " Shark," as she slowly headed for 
a shelving rock, was one of surpassing beauty. Im- 
agine a pear-shaped lake about a mile at its greatest 
width and a mile and a half in length, walled in by 
rocks and crags, whose rugged slopes were softened 
by the splendid foliage of the tropics. Nature, in some 
fantastic mood, had created this spot, and then as 
if appalled at her work, had wreathed it with flowers 
and chastened its outlines with the harmony of fern, 
vine and palm. The narrow inlet leading to the ocean 
was guarded by two great rocks, which seemed to 
overhang and threaten the intrepid sailor who dared 
explore and ravish the beauties which nestled within. 
These rocks were fully four hundred feet in height, 
and unlike those surrounding the lake, were free from 
tree or verdure. Through the portal thus formed, the 
ocean with its deep and glorious blue, showed in con- 
trast to the dark background of these crags. The 
surge of the sea came welling through this gate, but 
soon lost its power, and on the further shores of the 
lake its ripples came as but the flutter of the deep 
breathing of the sea. 

The shores were lined with boulders, which had 
tumbled down from crag and peak. At intervals there 
were grassy stretches of meadow, deep enough to form 
a foreground to the darker beauties of cliff and ravine. 
Here and there a brook trickled from the heights, or 
found its tortuous way through unknown dells. And 
everywhere a lavish profusion of flowers. The base 
of one cliff was aflame with the red of some flower, 
the name of which was unknown to any of the party. 
To add to this riot of color there were flocks of par- 
rots of many and brilliant hues, while of humming and 
mocking birds there seemed to be millions. Overhead, 
an eagle circled on heavy pinions, and the waters of 
the lake were dotted with flocks of water fowl. 
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About a thousand feet from the southern shore of 
this sheet of water — which Hestor had named " Mor- 
ton's Bay " — ^was a small island. It was a gem of an 
island. Basaltic rocks reached up from the liquid 
depths of the bay, and at its northern end was a crag, 
probably one hundred feet above the surface of the 
lake. To the west it sloped gradually down, and at 
low tide there was a sand bar. It was on the inner 
edge of this bar that Hestor had sighted the crocodile. 
Tall, slender cocoa palms, with their crowns of grace- 
ful leaves, nodded in the morning breeze. Caucho, 
camphor and dragon trees added their beauty to this 
tropical bouquet. The base of the rocks was hidden in 
giant pond lilies, ivy and other climbing plants, which 
festooned the sides of the cliffs, as if struggling to 
join the masses of flowers which overhung the rocks 
above. 

But the water had treasures not less beautiful. At a 
depth of fifty or sixty feet the bottom of the lake was 
clearly visible. Looking over the sides of the yacht, 
the voyagers who were now approaching the shore, 
saw swarms of fish whose sides reflected the colors 
of the rainbow. 

Color is bom in the tropics. It dies at the poles. In 
the chill of the axial antipodes, black and white alone 
survive. In the warmth of the tropics all objects, 
animate and inanimate, vie with each other to outrival 
the imagination of the artist and blunt the pen of the 
writer. 

"It looks like a big aquarium, don't it?" said L. 
Sylvester Vincent, as he gazed into the water. " Look 
at the fish under those rocks ! I'll bet those are angel 
fish — I saw some just like them at the aquarium down 
at the Battery in New York. Say, but there are some 
beauties down there ! It looks as if it had been built 
for them. The rocks are covered with moss, and 
there is a tunnel just like I saw in the aquarium. I 
thought at the time that the fish in New York had 
a pretty soft snap, but these fellows here have them 
beat in a waljc. I wonder if they're good to eat? " 

The reflections of Mr. Vincent were cut short. By 
good seamanship, Captain Waters Iwrcrtaght the yacht 
alongside a juttmg rock, which nature must have de- 
signed as a pier. Four sailors sprang ashore, and in a 
few minutes the lines were taut; the stumps of two 
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trees acted as posts. Fenders were lowered to keep 
the sides of the " Shark " from nibbing against the 
rock, and it was possible to step from the gapgway 
directly to the natural stone pier. 

" Welcome to * Hestoria ! ' " exclaimed Hestor, as 
he leaped ashore. " Come on, gentlemen, and explore 
the mysteries of the tropics. I want to show you some- 
thing that will surprise you." 

Back of the pier there arose a rock which cut off 
the inland view. Hestor rounded this rock, stood in 
the open space, and waited for the others to join him. 
Mr. Pence was the last to quit the yacht and showed 
an inclination to remain on board. He left only when 
he found himself deserted. 

" What do you think of that ? " 

Hestor pointed towards a g^ove of cocoa palms, in 
the center of which stood a large bungalow. It was 
an artistic blending of Moorish and Indian architec- 
ture. This building was an ell-shaped structure, the 
comer of which was two stories in height and rounded 
in a curve, forming at the front half a circle. From 
this as a base, there were two long wings one story 
in height, with sloping roofs, supported at the front by 
pillars, within which were deep verandas. These 
verandas were each about sixty feet long and opened 
into the central part of the structure, which, on its in- 
terior, as well as in its second story, was a perfect 
circle. 

Sidney Hammond looked at Hestor in 'amazement. 

" When did you build this ? " he demanded. 

"Never mind when I built it," responded Hestor, 
with a good-natured laugh. " It's built all right, as 
you can see. As a matter of fact, old man," he said, 
addressing Sidney and looking carefully around, as 
if in seardi of something, " this is the first time I ever 
saw it myself. I had it built for my tropical residence. 
What do you think of it, Mr. Rockwell? You are a 
judge of villas. Is there an)rthing in New York that 
can touch it for the natural beauty of its surround- 
ings?" 

" It is very beautiful, but there are others I would 
rather look on just now," said^ Mr. Rockwell. 

" Well, we will give it a housewarming," said Hes- 
tor, calmly ignoring the melancholy note in Mr. Rock- 
well's answer. " Let's see. The keys were to be left 
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in a box under the second tree to the left of the big 
rock. Get us something we can dig with," he said, 
addressing one of the crew, who returned in a minute 
with a shovel from the furnace room of the " Shark." 
He dug at the base of the tree and soon struck a 
wooden chest, inside of which was an iron box with 
the key in its lock. Hestor opened the box and dis- 
closed a lot of keys marked with labels. 

" Here they are," he said. " The world is ours ! " 
He led the way to the bungalow. There was an air 
of newness about the structure which told that it had 
but recently been completed. Scattered around were 
pieces of lumber, paint pots and sawhorses, which 
showed that no tenant had occupied the structure. 

The first door was of wire screen opening on the 
veranda. The entire veranda was enclosed in a fine 
wire screen, as were all the windows. This was to 
exclude mosquitos and other insects. The door of the 
main building was next opened, and the party entered 
into a circular room about thirty feet in diameter. 
The floors were covered with matting, and the walls 
finished in burlapS. There was no furniture in this 
or in any other room in the bungalow. In the center 
of the ceiling there was a light and air area extending 
to the glass roof above, the upper floor being supported 
from the roof. This area was a circle twelve feet in 
diameter, the upper floor constituting a nine-foot 
gallery around the room. The kitchen and store-room 
were in a building separated from the main structure. 
A wire netting passageway, with a protecting roof, 
connected the kitchen with the dining-room in such a 
way that communication was possible despite weather 
or insects, and at the same time the odors of the 
kitchen were avoided. A large cooking range was al- 
ready in position. There also was an oil stove. 

" This is the dining-room, parlor and lounging- 
rpom," explained Hestor, as they returned to the large 
circular room. " I suppose it is really the dining- 
room, but we will use it in any way we choose. There 
are twelve sleeping apartments, all opening directly on 
the veranda. Here is one of them. You will notice 
that each has its own bath-room." 

"Where does the water come from?" asked Mr. 
Morton, as he turned a faucet. A clear, cold stream 
of water rushed out at great pressure. 
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" We dammed up a brook on the hill back of here 
and made a reservoir," said Hestor. " The pipes lead 
directly to the building with a drop of one hundred 
and twenty feet." 

" All you need now is furniture and provisions^" said 
Mr. Haven. 

"You won't know the place by night," exclaimed 
Hestor. " You gentlemen make yourselves comforta- 
ble as you can. Explore the surroundings, or do what 
you please. This is my busy day," and Hestor dashed 
away towards the yacht. It was then about ten o'clock 
in the morning, and the sun was very warm in the open. 
Sidney Hammond, Mr. Carmody and Mr. Kent set out 
to explore the brook which rushed past the bungalow. 
Mr. Pence went back to the " Shark," and the other 
gentlemen wandered around or rested under the shade 
of the trees. 

In the meantime the hull of the yacht was disgorging 
an unexpected volume of boxes, barrels, chests and 
crates of all descriptions. L. Sylvester Vincent entered 
into the spirit of the occasion, and, armed with a 
hatchet, did wonderful execution. Before his blows, 
brass bedsteads, chairs, sofas and various articles of 
furniture came to light and were borne away to the 
bungalow by the sailors. There were barrels of flour 
and crackers, barrels of oil, lamps and lanterns, and an 
endless variety of cooking utensils. There was also a 
barrel which Mr. Vincent handled tenderly, and that 
gentleman took special care of crates containing bottles 
of claret, beer and Burgundy, to say nothing of cigars, 
tobacco, sherries, cordials, brandies and liquors. Mr. 
Vincent arranged these in order, and then stood and 
gazed lovingly at the imposing array. 

And still the sailors brought new treasures from the 
hold of the " Shark." There were library shelves, pic- 
tures, mirrors, bric-a-brac, a piano and the parts of a 
billiard table. There were guns, revolvers and cases 
of ammunition, together with rods and an assortment 
of fishing tackle. A huge chest contained a complete 
set of carpenter's tools. There were numberless arti- 
cles of necessity and comfort, including a variety of 
canned foods, jellies and jams, and smoked and cured 
m^ts, of which a grocer or market-man might have 
been proud. These were placed in the storehouse, 
which was provided with a huge cave which served as 
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a cellar, through which a branch of the brook had 
been diverted to keep it cool. 

By one o'clock all of these articles had been depos- 
ited, either in the various rooms or on the broad 
verandah. Luncheon was served on the yacht, and the 
crew returned to their task. Mr. Kent and Mr. Rock- 
well took a hand in the work ; so did Sidney Hammond 
and Mr. Haven. Mr. Carmody took charge of the 
arrangement of the pictures, while Mr. L. Sylvester 
Vincent devoted his time to the perfection of the store- 
room. Mr. Morton remained on board the yacht for 
a while, and then rejoined the busy party. It was 
warm, but he entered into the spirit of the affair and 
was soon at work. , 

" You will find in one of the boxes a great assort- 
ment of linen clothing and other wear suitable to this 
climate," said Hestor. " There are cork helmets and 
all of the devices to protect you from the glare of the 
sun. There is also a gas engine and a small dynamo 
sufficient to run electric fans, which my men are now 
setting up in the powerhouse adjoining the storeroom. 
We will have it installed before night. Next year I 
am going to have electric lights, but this season we 
must put up with lamps. We will have things in shape 
so that we can sleep ashore tonight. We will take 
dinner on the yacht this evening, and this will be your 
last meal afloat for some time." 

Mr. Pence sighed deeply. Before six o'clock the 
efforts of the thirty or more men had accomplished 
wonders. The furniture and pictures had transformed 
the rooms, and they were attractive in their arrange- 
ments. Hestor seemingly had forgotten nothing. Be- 
fore dinner was announced the electrician had installed 
his plant, and the fans were in motion. Sidney Ham- 
mond watched this work, asked many questions of the 
electricians, and mastered the few details which were 
new to him. 

After dinner the tide had so far receded that Cap- 
tain Waters made ready to drop the ** Shark " into 
deeper water. Hestor and his guests returned to shore, 
and the ^acht glided out into the bay. Its great 
searchlight, later in the evening, swept around the 
amphitheater and aroused a chorus from birds and 
a roar from prowling animals. Mr. Pence declared he 
saw the flaming eyes of some wild beast through the 
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palm trees, and was not at all reassured when Hestor 
informed him that it was nothing but a puma or 
" mountain lion." 

" They are as common as rabbits around here," he 
said. " If you leave them alone, they will not bother 
you. They probably smell the meat in the store-room." 

All were wearied from the day's work, and at a little 
after nine o'clock it was decided to retire for the night. 
Hestor shook hands with all, and grasped Sidney 
Hammond's hand with an earnest clasp. He again 
expressed the hope that they would enjoy their visit, 
and, bidding them good-night, retired to his room. 

At five o'clock the following morning the captives 
were aroused by a great outcry, and a hammering at 
the doors of their rooms. They found Mr. Pence rush- 
ing up and down the veranda, wringing his hands and 
moaning in terror. 

" The boat is gone ! " he cried. " The ' Shark ' has 
gone away and left us! We are lost! We are lost! 
We are lost!" 

" O, shut up ! " said Mr. Kent, and he went back 
to his couch, and was soon asleep. 

Mr. Walter B. Hestor, owner of the " Shark," and 
special envoy and correspondent of The New York 
Record, was not in his room. There was no trace of 
the " Shark " in " Morton's Bay." The millionaires 
were marooned. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

ON SOCIAL ISLAND. 

Had a visitor dropped in on the eight occupants of 
the Hestor bungalow at seven o'clock that Wednesday 
morning of the tenth day of May, he would not have 
imagined they were marooned. Even Mr. Pence had 
recovered his spirits if not his courage. The cooling 
waters of a bath infused new life into the millionaire 
castaways, and at six o'clock all of them, except the 
phlegmatic Mr. Kent, were assembled in the main 
room of the bungalow; that gentleman making his 
appearance half an hour later. 

" Gentlemen," said Mr. Palmer J. Morton, " we will 
have plenty of time to discuss our situation and to 
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fonnulate plans. After consulting my stomach, I am 
of the opinion that the first problem is that of break- 
fast." 

" Yes, and imlike many castaways of history and of 
romance, we should not have great difficulty in satis- 
f3ring out hunger," observed Mr. Rockwell. 

" Mr. Vincent, you are familiar with our resources 
in the matter of food," said Mr. Morton. " Suppose 
you see what can be done in the way of breakfast. I 
miUgine there is plenty of cold stuff which will serve 
for th^ present. Later we will organize our forces 
and perhaps do better." 

" I will help Mr. Vincent," said Sidney Hammond. 
" You gentlemen retire to the veranda and give us the 
use of the dining-room and kitchen for half an hour 
or so, and we promise you will not starve." 

While the others strolled down to the landing where 
the " Shark " once rested, Sidney and Vincent took 
possession of the culinary part of the bungalow. They 
soon found the table linen, and Sidney arranged the 
plates, knives, forks, spoons and cruets, while Vincent 
was busy building a fire in the kitchen range. From 
the cave, Vincent produced two dozen eggs, a part of a 
large stock which had been kept in the refrigerators of 
the " Shark," and which were so packed that they 
would remain fresh for weeks. He brought up ham 
and bacon and potatoes. There was also a dozen 
loaves of bread from the stores of the yacht, and 
plenty of sea biscuits. The coffee pot was soon boiling, 
and Its pleasing aroma filled the kitchen. There was 
an unlimited supply of condensed milk." 

" I always have bragged about being a good cook, 
and here is where I am put to the test," said Sidney, 
as he sliced several loaves of bread and prepared to 
make toast. Vincent remembered there was a supply 
of grape-fruit and oranges. 

" Serve both of them," said Sidney. " That means 
finger bowls. Have we any finger bowls? " 

" Sure," answered Vincent, as he made them ready. 

In less than half an hour Sidney stood in front of 
the bungalow and rang a dinner bell which had been 
found by the inquisitive Mr. Vincent. In the mean- 
time, Sidney stepped to the rear of the building and 
plucked a big bouquet of flowers, which now adorned 
the table. A massive water service, silver butter 
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d'.shes and an imposing array of glass and china were 
set off by the spotless linen and flowers. 

" Be seated, gentlemen," said Sidney. 

" This is mag^c," said Mr. Rockwell. " If your 
menu is as good as your service, we are indeed fortu- 
nate." 

All were surprised and delighted. Sidney touched 
a button and set two electric fans in motion. They 
found the grape-fruit delicious, and Mr. Kent declared 
that the oranges were the best he ever had tasted. A 
few minutes later L. Sylvester Vincent entered with 
a huge platter of poached eggs, cooked to perfection. 
Sidney followed with crisp bits of bacon and a gen- 
erous installment of broiled ham. Mr. Morton clapped 
his hands and proposed three cheers and a vote of 
thanks for the cooks. They were given with a will. 
Then all fell on the viands. But the cooks were not 
yet through. They served French fried potatoes and 
Saratoga chips, vast piles of buttered toast, jars of 
jam, and to crown all, Vincent brought in the steam- 
ing coffee pot and made the feast complete. 

" We have no cream, but this condensed milk is not 
bad," said Sidney. 

" Make no excuses," said Mr. Kent. " You and Vin- 
cent are the kings of chefs. Talk about your Waldorf- 
Astoria ! It isn't in it ! " 

The cooks joined in the breakfast, and it was a 
hungry and a merry party. Mr. Morton sat at the 
head of the table and was in splendid humor. 
. " You don't seem to be lost now. Brother Pence," 
said Mr. Kent, as he helped that gentleman to another 
portion of bacon and eggs. " You certainly have 
found your appetite." 

" You let Pence alone," said Mr. Morton. " We 
will make you cook the next meal as a punishment." 

" Perhaps you think I can't cook ? " said Mr. Kent, 
defiantly. " You don't know what I can do ! " 

" I do," said Mr. Haven. " Pass the sugar, please." 

Mr. Kent smiled in a sardonic manner at Mr. Haven, 
and continued by saying that when a young man he 
had served as cook for six months in a western mining 
camp. 

Breakfast over, they adjourned to the veranda ; Vin- 
cent volunteering to clear the table and look after the 
dishes. For an hour he was a busy man. He donned 
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an apron and washed and wiped the dishes, and stored 
them away in the china closet. During this operation, 
he smoked a large imported cigar. Every once in a 
while his face would wreathe in smiles. When his 
task was ended, he lit a fresh cigar, and taking a chair 
proceeded to rest from his labors beneath the branches 
of a guava tree which overshadowed that part of the 
bungalow. 

" Well, this is great ! " he soliloquized. " Talk about 
your lucky young men in romance and fiction ! They 
weren't in it with yours truly, L. Sylvester Vincent, of 
Chicago. They wouldn't get a place. Think of it! 
Alone on an island with seven millionaires! The 
bosom companion of seven capitalists who cannot es- 
cape ! Well, what do you think of me ? Great ? Well, 
I should say it was ! Easy ? Well, you watch the work 
of L. Sylvester! There never was anything like it. 
But go easy, L. Sylvester ! Remember that this is the 
chance of your life, and make no bad breaks. Seven 
millionaires in a bunch, and all mine! What would 
they think of me in Chicago if they could see me now? 
Out in the Atlantic or Pacific or some other old ocean, 
on an island with the folks that own the money ! I 
will join them right now just to let them know that 
L. Sylvester is still in the running." 

Mr. Vincent found the party grouped on the west 
veranda, engaged in conference. 

*' We must divide bur work and assign each member 
of the party a certain responsibility," Mr. Morton was 
saying. " In the first place, we must ascertain, as near 
as possible, where we are, and then devise means to 
return to our homes. We may as well dismiss this man 
Hestor and his yacht from any further consideration. 
If not crazy, he is a villain, and in either case we have 
little to hope from him. We must explore this island, 
and then see what can be done. About where do you 
suppose this island is located, Mr. Hammond? I have 
my own idea, and I would like to hear from others." 

" We are somewhere in the West Indies, or in the 
Gulf of Mexico or the Caribbean Sea," said Sidney. 
" That is rather an indefinite answer, I admit, but we 
should be able by timing the sunrise by our watches — 
which are set by New York time — to tell about how 
far west we are, and possibly we can make a calcula- 
tion which will determine our approximate latitude. 
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'He is a wonder, you ought to see him pare a dividend." 
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I am inclined to think we are well to the west of 
Cuba, and not many hundred miles from the Mexican 
or Central American coast." 

^ " I entirely agree with you," said Mr. Morton. " I 
kept as close a watch of the direction taken as was 
possible; Monday was cloudy, but I am sure that on 
that day and on a part of Sunday we were going in a 
westerly or southwesterly direction. I figure that we 
ran about one hundred and twe^ity-four hours on a 
fairly direct course to this island. The ' Shark's ' 
course was erratic only when Captain Waters was 
avoiding other craft. Now, if we averaged twenty 
miles an hour, that would make a total of 2,480 
miles. It may be a hundred miles either way from 
this estimate." 

Sidney produced an atlas from the library, and all 
pored over the map of North America, as if demand- 
ing a solution of the puzzle from the tinted page. 

" You will not solve the problem of where we are 
a1 by gazing at that map," said Mr. Kent. " There are 
thousands of islands in the West Indies which are 
not on that map, and we may be in any one of them.'* 

" Here is something that may be of service to us," 
said Mr. Morton, who had been absent for several 
minutes. " I took a notion to examine the room oc- 
cupied by Mr. Hestor last night, and I found this on 
the dressing case." 

Mr. Morton unrolled a sheet of manila drawing 
paper containing a well-executed map labelled " Hes- 
toria." It was spread out on the dining table and ex- 
amined amid much excitement. 

" Here is what Hestor named ' Morton Bay,' " said 
Mr. Carmody, pointing to the pear-shaped lake, " and 
the black L is the bungalow. Here are the hills which 
surround the lake," said Mr. Carmody, pointing to the 
shaded portions of the map, back of the bungalow 
and around " Morton Bay." 

"This is not a complete map of the island," said 
Sidney Hammond. " It is merely a detailed map of 
the immediate surroundings of the bay. There is 
the reservoir he spoke about, and here is the brook 
which passes the bungalow. Let's see if we can find 
any other map in his room." 

A thorough search revealed none. They then pro- 
ceeded to make a careful study of the map, but it 
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threw no light on their position on the broad surface 
of the globe. All that the map showed was the con- 
tour of the bay, the course of the brook to the reser- 
voir, and a little to the west of it, also the location 
of the bungalow and the small island in the bay. 
There was no scale, and the waters to the east were 
designated by no name. 

"For all that this map shows, we may be on the 
moon," said Mr. Kent. "All that we know is that 
we are alive and well, and somewhere in the tropics. 
We may be east or west or north or south of Cuba. 
For all I know, we may be oflF South America." 

" Well, we can consider this later," said Mr. Mor- 
ton. " Let's get down to business. It would not be 
right for good Americans to do anything without an 
organization, and I move that Mr. John M. Rockwell 
be made Chairman, and that Mr. Sidney Hammond 
act as Secretary. All in favor of the motion say 
aye!'" 

There was a chorus of " ayes," in which Mr. Rock- 
well joined with a laugh. 

" Gentlemen," said Mr. Rockwell, " I have presided 
at many meetings, and with varied success, but this 
is the most interesting and perhaps the most important 
in my experience. I will make a formal speech when 
we are out of the Woods ; or more properly, perhaps, 
out of the ocean. What is the pleasure of the meet- 
ing?" 

" Mr. President," said Mr. Morton. 

" Mr. Morton," and the chairman bowed gravely. 

" In my opinion, Mr. President," said Mr. Mor- 
ton, "our first duty is to change the name of this 
island. Its present name is distasteful to me. I 
move you, sir, that in view of the character of the 
men who now inhabit it, that we call it 'Social 
Island.*" 

The motion was carried unanimously, amid the ap- 
plause in which a flock of parrots and cockatoos 
joined. 

" Now, Mr. President," continued Mr. Morton, 
" it occurs to me that there are three divisions of work 
that should engage our attention. The first is our 
sustenance during the time we are compellefi to re- 
main on this island. It can be classed under the 
broad head of housekeeping. The second is a thor- 
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ough exploration of the island, and as careful an 
estimate of our whereabouts as possible. The third 
is to plan and provide means of escape. I move that 
the President appoint committees to supervise and 
be held responsible for the performance of these 
duties." 

The motion being carried, Mr. Rockwell pondered 
a few moments and said: 

" I am of the opinion that all members of the Social 
Island Colony should serve on the committee on 
housekeeping. If the work is shared by all, the task 
will be light, but if it devolves on one or two men, 
it will be mere drudgery. I am going to appoint Mr. 
L. Sylvester Vincent as General Superintendent of 
Social Island bungalow, and of all the lands and game 
preserves thereunto appertaining. He will have full 
authority to call on the services of any member not 
employed at the time on other duties, and in case of 
dispute, the President will render a decision. The 
President will also be subject to Mr. Vincent's au- 
thority in the matter of household duties. It will be 
accepted as unwritten law that each member must 
keep his own room in order. Mr. Vincent, will you 
accept this commission ? " 

" Yes, sir — or Mr. President, rather," said Mr. L. 
Sylvester Vincent. He was delighted with the title 
of General Superintendent and by the extent of his 
authority. 

" I shall appoint Mr. Hammond chairman of the 
Committee on Exploration," said Mr. Rockwell. " He 
will be assisted by Messrs. Kent and Pence, both of 
whom are great explorers." 

" I don't want to explore," protested Mr. Pence. 
**'! would prefer to go on some other committee." 

"The chair will accept no resignations," said Mr. 
Rockwell, and he hammered on the table with a ruler 
to indicate that the question was settled. " Mr. An- 
drus Carmody will be chairman of the Committee on 
Escape; Mr. Morton and Mr. Haven will serve with 
him on that committee. The President volunteers his 
services on any and all of these committees. Is there 
any othe^ business before the meeting? If not, we 
stand adjourned, subject to call at any time. Ad- 
journed. 

"That is the way to do business," said Mr. Mor- 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 213 

ton. " Each man now knows his duty and can go 
about it." 

Mr. Vincent walked out into the kitchen and in a 
few minutes returned. He stood in the open door 
and looked over the gentlemen who were variously en- 
gaged. 

" Mr. Pence," he called. 

Mr. Pence had sunk back in his chair and was ex- 
amining a book which Sidney left on the table. He 
lifted his eyes over his steel-rimmed glasses and 
gazed languidly at Mr. Vincent. 

"You can come to the kitchen, Mr. Pence," said 
Vincent, "and pare the potatoes for luncheon." 

" What's that ? " exclaimed the astounded million- 
aire. " Pare potatoes ! Me pare potatoes ? Absurd ! " 

There was a general roar of laughter. 
^ " I am on another committee ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Pence, " the committee on exploration." 

" You now seem to be on the escape committee ! " 
said Mr. Kent. " Take him along, Vincent." 

Mr. Pence looked at Mr. Rockwell appealingly. 

" I have nothing to do with it," Mr. Rockwell said, 
"unless Mr. Hammond urgently needs and demands 
your services on the exploration committee. If not, 
you will have to obey Mr. Vincent. He is General 
Superintendent, and you voted for him and his au- 
thority." 

Sidney said that he did not need Mr. Pence at pres- 
ent. That gentleman arose, and with a woeful ex- 
pression followed Vincent to the kitchen. A few 
minutes later he donned a white apron and entered 
on his new duty. He proved an adept, and Mr. Kent 
looked in at a side door and regarded his work with 
approval. 

" He is the best man you could select," said Mr. 
Kent, addressing the General Superintendent, who was 
critically watching Mr. Simon Pence. " He can cut 
the thinnest paring you ever saw. The potato will 
weigh more when he gets through with it than it did 
when he began. He is a wonder. You ought to see 
him pare a dividend." 

" Make him go 'way," pleaded Mr. Pence. 

But Mr. Kent had disappeared. Mr. Vincent went 
in search of more help. He found Mr. Haven. 
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" I shall have to ask you to chop some wood," he 
said. 

" Certainly," said Mr. Haven, with surprising 'alac- 
rity. " Where is the ax? I was a dandy at chopping 
wood when a boy. How long do you want it ? " In 
a few minutes the sugar magnate was hard at work, 
and at the end of three hours he had accumulated a 
goodly pile of wood and a ravenous appetite. 

During the day, Vincent went about his duties in a 
most systematic manner. He took each mem1)er of 
the colony in charge, and showed them the mysteries 
of the store-room and kitchen, and the exact location 
of all foods and cooking utensils. 

After dinner Mr. Rockwell was detailed to wash 
dishes and Mr. Kent to wipe them. It was worth a 
journey around the world to watch the great capital- 
ist scrape a frying pan or a kettle, and to see the 
deftness with which the famous speculator handled 
a towel on the knives and forks. He was giving a pan 
a finishing touch when it dropped to the floor with a 
crash. 

" Tin plate seems to be going down," observed Mr. 
Haven, who was watching Mr. Kent with much in- 
terest. • 

" Yes," drawled Mr. Kent, " what do you 3uppose 
Sugar is doing in New York while you are away? 
I'll bet it is not going up." 

It began to rain during the forenoon, and Sidney 
was compelled to postpone an expedition he had 
planned, in which he proposed to follow the brook to 
its source, which he calculated would be the highest 
point of land on the island. Little did he dream 
of the difficulties he would encounter in that attempt 
The rain came down in torrents, and reluctantly the 
ambitious chairman of the Committee on Exploration 
consented to wait for clearing weather. 

" When does the rainy season begin in the tropics? " 
asked Mr. Rockwell, as all were grouped around the 
big center table after luncheon. "This is my first 
trip to the tropics, and I have forgotten my geography 
lessons as a school boy." 

" From the way it rains now," said Mr. Kent, as he 
gazed at the descending flood, " I should say that it 
begins on May tenth of each year. It seems to be 
msUcing up for a long drought." 
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" The rainy season usually sets in sometime in May 
or June/' said Sidney. " These months are not bad, 
as a rule. The heavy rains come in August and Sep- 
tember." 

Sidney Hammond was evidently in trouble. He 
examined book after book from the little library, but 
none seemed to yield the desired information. 

" What are you hunting for ? " asked Mr. Kent. 

Sidney laughed. 

" I am trying to find the exact time of day the sun 
rises in New York on the tenth of May/* he replied. 

" Why don't you look at an almanac ? " asked Mr. 
Pence. 

" There is none in our collection of books/' replied 
Sidney. " I have read everything which should throw 
light on the subject, but am no better informed than 
when I started. Our books are of no use to us on this 
point, and I "confess with shame that I can only guess 
at the moment of the sunrise in New York, and might 
be half an hour out of the way." 

" I have not seen the sun rise in years/' said Mr. 
Carmody. "As a boy, I remember that in the long 
days in June the sun rose about half-past four in the 
morning." 

" I saw the sun rise one morning about two weeks 
ago in New York/' said Mr. L. Sylvester Vincent. 

"What time was it?" asked Hammond, eagerly. 

" I don't know," said Vincent, " I was too busy to 
pay any attention to it. It came up, and I decided it 
was time to go to bed. I think it was somewhere 
around five o'clock, but it might have been later." 

Mr. Simon Pence had been thinking. 

" I always keep a gas jet. burning very low in my 
bedroom," he said. " It is extravagant, I know, but 
I am afraid of burglars. At daybreajc, I get out of 
bed and turn it out. Now, of course, my gas bill is 
more in winter than in summer. My gas bill for Jan- 
uary was $1.21; for February, $1.16; for March, 
$1.11; for April, $1.01; and for May it should not 
be more than 96 cents. Now, gas is $1.05 a thousand 
feet. Perhaps you can calculate the time of the sun- 
rise from these figures." 

" Do you happen to remember what time it was the 
last occasion you got up and turned out the gas?" 
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asked Sidney, who evidently regarded the gas problem 
ds too intricate for an accurate estimate. 

" No, I don't," said Mr. Pence. " I always stop 
, the clock at night when I go to bed. It wears it out 
to run all night. The servant has a cheap alarm clock 
and he wakes me at half -past six o'clock. When I 
come home at night he starts up my clock; I never 
carry a watch. I might lose it ; and besides, any one 
is willing to tell you the time." 

Mr. Vincent regarded the speaker intently, and then 
went out on the veranda and talked earnestly to him- 
self. 

A long discussion ensued. They finally " decided " 
that the sun rose at 4 : 30 a. m. in New York on June 
21, and the consensus of opinion was that the moment 
of 'sunrise on May 10 was about twenty minutes 
later, or 4 : 50 a. m. Partly by chance, and partly by 
good reasoning, the marooned men came near the 
truth. The sun rises in New York on May 10 
at 4:48. 

The following morning Sidney Hammond watched 
the sun rise. According to Mr. Morton's watch — 
which timepiece Mr. Morton declared was absolutely 
accurate — ^the sun rose at four minutes past six 
o'clock. This was a discrepancy of seventy-four 
minutes. They allowed seventeen miles for each 
minute, and estimated, therefore, that they were 1,258 
miles west of New York. 

Mr. Kent scoffed at this calculation, and declated 
it might be from five hundred to a thousand miles out 
of the way. Sidney admitted that it was little better 
than a guess, but believed it would be found within 
two hundred miles of the truth. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

AN EXPLORATION. 

^ Thursday was a perfect day after the storm. The 
air was fresh and cool from the ocean. Sidney was 
up at an early hour and took his observation of the 
time of the sunrise. It was Mr. Kent's turn to get 
breakfast, and he did himself credit. In the mean- 
time, Sidney had been preparing for the exploration 
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of the island. He looked over the stock of guns and 
selected a rifle and a shot gun. He found these 
weapons in fairly good order, but oiled and cleaned 
them carefully, and tested both several times. A 
bright red flamingo served as a rifle target, and while 
Sidney did not hit him, he dropped a bullet within a 
few feet of the bird at a range of twelve hundred 
yards across the end of the lake. Two revolvers 
also were tested, and the hunting belts filled with shells. 

" Why these warlike preparations ? " asked Mr. 
Haven. 

" Mr. Kent and I promise you some fresh meat for 
dinner today ,^' said Sidney. " We shall combine ex- 
ploration with foraging. Which do you prefer, veni- 
son or grouse ? " 

" Both," said the sugar magnate. • " I will be satis- 
fied, however, with either." 

It was about eight o'clock when Sidney and Mr. 
Kent disappeared in the thicket through which the 
brook took its course. Mr. Pence had been detailed 
to explore the north shore of the lake, and from the 
expression of his face he did not relish the task. 

He refused to take a gun, and armed with a heavy 
club set out on what he regarded a most dangerous 
expedition. It was low tide, and the beach was clear 
of water to the frowning rocks which formed the 
gateway to " Morton's Bay." 

For the first quarter of an hour, Sidney and Mr. 
Kent found it fairly easy to follow the course of the 
brook. A trail had been cut along the winding bank 
the preceding year, but such is the virility of tropical 
vegetation that already it was well-nigh closed. On 
both sides was a jungle so dense as to be impenetra- 
ble. Overhead flocks of birds chattered. The air was 
melodious with their cries as they greeted the ex- 
plorers of their paradise. There were curlews, snipe, 
blackbirds, chickbuUs, jays, orioles and scores of others 
belonging to species unknown to Sidney and to Mr. 
Kent. They made no eflFort to shoot these birds, the 
jungle being so thick that it would have been impossi- 
ble to retrieve them. In a big tree about half a mile 
from the bungalow, a colony of small monkeys or 
marmosets jabbered in angry chorus. Mr. Kent 
paused and watched them for several moments. 

" They make me homesick," he said, as he held a 
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bush aside and regarded them critically. " They sound 
and act so much like an excited mob on the Stock 
Exchange. I must show them to Haven." 

At the end of an hour's hard work, they came to 
a cleared space, and found where the dam had been 
built across a gorge between two rocks. The dam was 
about twelve feet in height. Above was the reservoir ; 
a lake covering perhaps twenty acres of ground, from 
which the timber had been denuded. The character 
of the forest around this artificial lake was far differ- 
ent from that through which they had passed. It was 
more open. Instead of the jungle of chaparral, Span- 
ish bayonets, and other forms of thorny plants, brush 
and tree, the plateau on which they now stood was a 
noble tropical forest — 3, veritable park with glades, 
rocks, picturesque*ravines and gentle hills. 

"This is more like it," said Sidney, as they took 
a seat on a rock beneath the spreading branches of a 
magnolia tree. " If the rest of the island is like this, 
our task is an easy and pleasant one." 

Their view was one to entrance a poet. They were 
at the edge of a glade covering about forty acres. 
Here and there a rock showed above the waving grass 
and flowers, but otherwise the vista was unbroken. At 
the right was a grove of cocoa palms, whose long 
slender trunks rose without a leaf from sixty to eighty 
feet, surmounted by bunches of drooping leaves. At 
the far edge of the glade was a grove of cabbage paln^ 
— the most beautiful of all the trees of the tropics. 
Their trunks were less than six inches in diameter, and 
bare to the crown of leaves at a height of one hundred 
and twenty-five feet. For background to these stately 
palms was the dark foliage of the caoutchouc or rub- 
ber trees, with their deep green leaves and masses of 
flowers. 

The air was heavy with the perfume of flowers. 
The brilliant scarlet of fuchsias, with their . showy 
corymbs of drooping flowers; slender and delicate 
types of immortelles; stately hydrangeas, with their 
deep-lobed oaklike leaves, half hiding masses of white 
and purple flowers; fragrant hyacinths, with scapes 
bearing the purple bell-shaped flowers commonly 
called the bluebell, grew in this spot in a size and of a 
beauty unknown in northern climes. Moss pink ISox, 
rose and violet petunias, varicolored geraniums, rare 
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specimens of purple and yellow zinnias ; strange forms 
of dahlias and gorgeous lilies formed a riot of color; 
a floral foreground for the nodding palms and the 
more umbrageous trees in the distance. 

" This is a superb spot," said Sidney. " Did you 
ever see such flowers and trees? How t^me the 
products of conservatories seem compared with na- 
ture's work ! There is a bunch of roses which would 
be worth a hundred dollars in New York. What kind 
of a tree is that?" Sidney pointed to a medium- 
sized tree about fifteen feet in height, with broad 
spreading leaves. 

"Why, it's a banana tree," he exclaimed, in great 
delight. "And what is more, it is loaded with 
bananas." 

A large bunch of yellow and yellow-black bananas 
hung from the point where the broad leaves spread 
like a stalk of celery. Sidney took out his knife and 
cut several from the bunch. 

"You are sure these are bananas, are you?" asked 
Mr. Kent " Don't poison yourself." 

"They certainly are," said Sidney, "and they are 
delicious. These are the first ripe bananas I have 
ever tasted. The stuff we get in New York is no 
more like this than potatoes are like pears. They pick 
them green, months before they are ripe, and ship 
them north to ripen in basements or in tenement 
houses. Did you ever taste anything so delicious?" 

" They are fine," said Mr. Kent. " Cut some more." 

They found scores of banana trees with bunches of 
fruit in various stages of development. They knew 
that life can be supported for an indefinite period 
from the banana tree alone, and while they had no 
intention of remaining on the island, the thought was 
a comforting one. 

" Look out there, Hammond ! " exclaimed Mr. Kent, 
as he jumped back and grabbed Sidney by the arm. 
"See that snake!" 

He raised his shot gun and aimed at a bunch of 
grass. 

" Don't shoot him," said Sidney. " Let's see what 
kind of a reptile it is." 

" Shoot him first and study him later," said Mr. 
Kent, but he lowered his gun as Sidney stepped 
quickly to the opposite side of the grass clump. 
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'Mr. Pence frantically waved his handkerchief on the end 
of a stick." 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 221 

A snake about three feet long ran out in front of 
Mr. Kent, but soon stopped. Sidney walked up to him 
and studied the reptile intently. It was a most peculiar 
looking snake. The body was about as thick as a man's 
forearm, and its size was uniform from the head to the 
extremity of the tail, which seemed chopped oflf like 
that of a gigantic caterpillar. 

"He's got a head on both ends !" exclaimed Mr. 
Kent. As he spoke, the snake moved towards him. 
He made a motion at it, and the snake, without turn- 
ing around, moved in the opposite direction with equal 
ease 

"Didn't I tell you?" said Mr. Kent. "He is a 
double-ender. He can run either way without turn- 
ing around. What a great stock speculator he would 
make!" 

On closer examination, the reptile was found to 
have but one head. Two spots at the end of the blunt 
tail looked like eyes. It had square scales, and Sid- 
ney declared that it had no fangs, so they decicfed to 
let him live. Sidney had no idea to what species the 
snake belonged, and promised to make a search for 
information in such books as the bungalow afforded. 
Later, when he did, he discovered that this snake 
is not uncommon in the West Indies and in Mexico 
and South America. It belongs to the family of am- 
phisbaena, and can move with equal facility forward 
or backward. 

They returned to the brook and followed it in a 
northwesterly direction. For some time they had 
heard the sound of falling water, and soon circled a 
ledge of rock and had a full view of a beautiful cas- 
cade. The brook leaped eighty feet; not from the 
top of a precipice, but from a point fully forty feet 
below the top. It came welling from a cavern and 
fell unbroken into a pool below. There could be no 
mistake as to this. On the crest of the rocks there 
were trailing vines and ivy directly above the tun- 
nel from which poured the waterfall. 

" There is the end of our brook," said Sidney, as he 
studied the viev/ before him. " I remember now that 
underground rivers and brooks are common in these 
southern latitudes. There are lots of them in Mexico 
and especially in Yucatan. I wonder if I can scale 
those rocks?" 
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" I know that I cannot," said Mr. Kent, as he sat 
down on a boulder. " Go ahead and I will stay here 
and watch you." 

It was a hard climb, but Sidney made it. He stood 
at last directly over the waterfall. Without stopping 
to admire the view spr'^ad out before him, he plung^ 
into the forest which s'oped upward. It grew thicker 
as he advanced. Suddenly he came to a solid mass of 
trees and brush, woven into a thicket so dense that no 
animal larger than a rabbit could penetrate it for a 
yard. Thousands of thorns bristled like an army of 
bayonets. Sidney walked along the edge of this jun- 
gle for half a mile or more, but his search for an 
opening was stopped by the fact that the vegetable bar- 
rier finally extended to the edge of the cliff. The ex- 
Elorer then selected a tall logwood tree, and after a 
ard struggle, " shinned " up to the lower branches 
and climbed nearly to the top. From this elevation 
he had a fair view of this part of the jungle, but could 
only guess at its extent. He found that it continued 
unbroken to the top of a hill fully a mile away, and 
beyond he made out the outlines of other and higher 
hills, probably four or five miles away. So far as he 
could judge, the jungle of chaparral and other thorny 
bushes and trees was continuous. 

Sidney Hammond was not unfamiliar with such jun- 
gles, having encountered them in the mountains of 
New Mexico, but those northern thickets were not to 
be compared to the tropical mass which now con- 
fronted him. He sat in the branches of the tree for 
some time. Suddenly, he realized it was hot, and at 
the same moment the sound of two shots came from 
the valley. As Sidney scrambled down the tree, he^ 
heard the faint snap of a revolver. He was fearful 
that his companion was in danger. Mr. Kent had 
selected the shot gun, hoping to shoot grouse or quail. 
These birds had been seen in abundance, but it had 
been decided to bag none until the time came to start 
for camp. In a few minutes Sidney was at the bot- 
tom of the cliff. Mr. Kent was not to be seen. Sid- 
ney ran to where he had left the millionaire speculator. 
He then yelled at the top of his voice. 

An answering call came from a ravine to the left. 
Sidney ran in that direction. Mr. Kent was standing 
under a tree, with the shot gun half raised. He was 
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looking intently at a jagged pile of rocks a short dis- 
tance away. At his feet was a dead deer. 

" Hurry up ! " said Mr. Kent, as Sidney approached. 
"Do vou see that fellow on that rock over there? 
See him?" 

Mr. Kent pointed at the rocks. Stretched out at full 
length on a flat slab of sandstone was a lean, lithe, 
dun-colored beast. He looked and acted like a big 
cat. When Sidney approached, the large round head 
was lowered over the edge of the rock, and the animal 
was intently watching Mr. Kent and the deer. A 
moment later he rose to his feet, stretched out his neck, 
and emitted a half-yawn and half-growl. Sidney 
brought the rifle to his shoulder. The beast snarled 
and poised for a leap to the ground below. The shot 
rang out. The big cat turned his head like a flash 
and bit at his shoulder, as if a bee had stung him. He 
gave a roar, leaped into the air, and fell in a heap at 
9ie bottom of the rocks. Sidney advanced toward 
him slowly, but no caution was necessary. The moun- 
tain lion was dead. 

" There is the coolest beast I ever saw," said Mr. 
Kent. *' He made me nervous. I started up this ra- 
vine and had reached this point of rocks when that 
deer," pointing to a good-sized buck near the tree, 
" came dashing down the gully. He turned the corner 
of that rock and almost ran into me. I gave him both 
barrels and dropped him. He was not quite dead, 
arid I put him out of his misery with a revolver 
shot. I thought it pretty good work shooting a deer 
with No. 6 bird shot. As I stood looking at him, this 
* painter ' jumped up f rom^ behind that rock and be- 
gan to spit and growl at me. I know the brutes. I 
have shot 'em in California, and you want to kill 'em 
when you hit 'em. You see he had been chasing the 
deer, and it made him mad when he found I had 
landed him. Still he was rather afraid of me. 
Chances are he never saw a human being before. No 
Rocky Mountain * painter ' ever acts as this fellow did. 
He wanted to tackle me, but he kind of hesitated. He 
would walk around the top of that rock, lick his 
chops, growl, and then lie down and watch me. He 
kept getting bolder and might have come* at me after 
a while. K he had, I should have quit and let him have 
the deer. That was what he wanted. I am not hunt- 
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ing 'painters* with bird shot or pop guns. He's a 
big one, isn't he?" 

" It seemed a shame to kill him," said Sidney, as 
he lifted one of his big paws. " He looked fine on that 
rock." 

"He didn't look so blamed fine to me," said Mr. 
Kent. 

It was noon, and, although the sun was warm, Sid- 
ney was reluctant to return to the bungalow without 
making one more attempt to penetrate the jungle to 
the west, and, if possible, reach the crest of the hills 
which could be seen beyond. He imagined that from 
that point of vantage it would be possible to deter- 
mine the approximate shape of the island, and hoped 
to identify it by a comparison with those islands shown 
on the maps which he had found in the books of the 
bungalow library. They, therefore, decided to satisfy 
their hunger with bananas and pawpaws. They found 
the latter very refreshing. Sidney knocked two from 
a tree. They were the size of a small pumpkin, and 
the flavor was much the same as that of a nutmeg 
muskmelon. These, with fresh water from a spring, 
were sufficient to stay their hunger. 

"This is the first Robinson Crusoe meal we have 
had," said Mr. Kent. " There is not much of the 
romantic in my disposition, but I rather like this sort 
of thing for a change. But only for a change. I 
would rather be cast away in a bungalow with electric 
fans and a cooking range, than on a desert reef with 
a shot gun and a naked savage. To my mind, old 
Robinson Crusoe was in mighty hard luck." 

It would not do to leave the deer behind ; there being 
no place to hide it where wild animals could not reach 
the carcass, and it was agreed that Mr. Kent should 
guard his trophy and attempt to shoot some grouse, 
quail or other game, while Sidney completed the 
search for an outlet through the jungle. Mr. Kent 
said he would take chances with a shot gun, and 
agreed to fire twice in rapid succession if he needed 
assistance. Sidney started for the cliffs and prom- 
ised to return within two or three hours. 

He scaled the rocks and again stood on the height 
overlooking the valley. The bluff extended as far as he 
could see, but as Sidney continued south he found 
that it gradually decreased in height until it finally 
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came to the level of the " park." The edge of the jun- 
gle was irregular, but at no place was he able to pene- 
trate it a distance exceeding two hundred yards from 
the edge of the cliffs. Gradually he worked to the 
east. Here the jungle was not so thick, but yet it was 
impossible to force a way through it. The trunks of 
the small trees and bushes were not more than six 
inches apart, and were matted together with clinging 
vines, most of which were covered with thorns. Much 
of this vegetation was flower bearing. Myriads of 
bees and other insects, including the world-wide mos- 
quito, swarmed and buzzed until the air was vibrant 
with their drone. 

Thus Sidney toiled along. At times he saw deer, 
and could easily have shot them, for they were abso- 
lutely fearless, and seemed devoured by curiosity. He 
was startled once by the sound of a snapping twig 
behind him, and turned only to see a splendid spotted 
deer not two rods distant. Sidney threw up his hands 
and f* shooed " him away. The buck ran a few yards 
and stopped, but did not follow up his study of hu- 
man species. 

Suddenly Sidney came upon the reservoir. He 
had made the circuit of all that part of the park south 
of the brook. It did not take long to complete the 
survey of the remaining portion. The "park" was 
an island in a jungle, which would yield a passage only 
to an ax. He rejoined Mr. Kent, who proudly ex- 
hibited an assortment of game, which spoke well for 
his markmanship. He had several grouse and three 
splendid pheasants, which Sidney at once recognized 
as specimens of the gold-breasted trumpeter. They 
were beautiful birds. The breast was of iridescent 
green and gold. The skin around the eyes was scarlet, 
the body and plumage green and gray, and the tail 
partially covered with light silky plumes. 

Sidney told what he had learned, and they started 
for the bungalow. The birds were strung across the 
back of the deer. It was a heavy load, and they 
took frequent rests. With faces and hands scratched, 
and necks and cheeks sunburned, they reached the 
bungalow about five o'clock in the afternoon. 

The colony was in a furor of excitement. Mr. 
Pence was in great peril! In fact, he might be dead! 

Mr. Rockwell hurriedly explained what had hap- 
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pened as he ran with Sidney and Mr. Kent to the 
stone pier, where Mr. .Carmody and others were 
launching a raft which had been constructed in great 
haste. Mr. Pence announced, when he reluctantly 
started along the beach, that he would not remain 
away later than noon. He said he might be back 
sooner, since the chances were that the tide would 
rise so high as to render his later return difficult and 
dangerous. He did not appear in camp at noon, and 
half an hour later Mr. Carmody took the marine 
glasses and went to the beach. Out near the gate to 
the bay he saw Mr. Pence standing on a rock, seem- 
ingly looking into the water. He saw Mr. Pence go 
ashore and disappear for a time in a thicket. Then 
he returned to the rock and remained for nearly an 
hour. Mr. Carmody thought from his motions that 
he was fishing, but it was learned he had taken no 
tackle with him. Mr. Rockwell, Mr. Haven and 
others came down to the beach and watched the figure 
across the bay. They were equally mystified. At last 
Mr. Pence again disappeared. In a few moments he 
reappeared, and frantically waved a handkerchief on 
the end of a stick, as an evident signal of distress. 

During this time, those on the stone pier noted with 
alarm that the tide had risen, so that it was impossi- 
ble to walk along the beach at the base of the cliffs. 
It was at once decided to build a raft and rescue Mr. 
Pence. For some time he had not been seen, neither 
had the flag of distress been waved from the rock. 

Rough paddles were chopped from pieces of lum- 
ber, and the raft was launched with Sidney Ham- 
mond, Vincent, Mr. Carmody and Mr. Morton as the 
life-saving crew. The tide was strong against them, 
and it was half an hour before they approached the 
place where Mr. Pence was last seen. They called his 
name, and were delighted to hear a faint response 
from behind the rocks. The rescuers paddled around 
and found a crouching figure on a narrow ledge just 
above the steadily rising tide. 

Simon Pence was speechless with terror. The ledge 
on which he stood was now an island, but Sidney ob- 
served that at low tide it must have been connected 
with the shore. They placed the third member of the 
Committee on Exploration on the raft, and aided by 
the tide, made a quick voyage back to the camp. By 
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this time, Mr. Pence had partially recovered, and un- 
der the stimulus of a glass of brandy to}d his story 
of his awful adventure. 

" I went along the shore and kept a sharp lookout, 
for alligators and things like that," said Mr. Pence. 
" Nothing happened, however, and I went clear out 
to those big rocks by the ocean. There the sea comes 
right in and you cannot get past. The rocks drop 
down into deep water, and there is no sign of a beach, 
I started back and decided to go out on that rock 
where you found me." 

Mr. Pence paused and shuddered at the thought 

" It ran out from the shore like a pier," he con- 
tinued. " I went out at the end and sat down to watch 
the fishes. The water was clear as crystal, and the 
bottom was white sand. It was cool in the shade of 
the rock and I enjoyed it. I noticed a funny piece of 
quartz in the rock, and took out my knife to see if I 
could pry it out. In doing so I pulled out a coin and 
it struck the rock and bounded into the water. I could 
see it as it zigzagged through the water. A fish 
chased after it, and for a moment I was sure he was 
going to swallow it, but he didn't." 

Mr. Pence took another small taste of brandy to 
steady his nerves. 

. " I could see where the nickel lay on the white sand," 
he said. " I knew it was a nickel, as I had but eleven 
cents and a bridge ticket when I left New Vork, and 
when I counted my money out on that rock I only 
had six cents. That proved it was a nickel; and be- 
sides, it looked like a nickel. I went " 

** You know what a nickel looks like, all right/' 
said Mr. Kent. " Go on with your story. It grows 
interesting." 

" I did not propose to lose that money," said Mr. 
Pence, regarding Mr. Kent with suspicion. " I could 
see it as plain as I see you. It was in about ten feet 
of water. I went ashore and cut a pole about sixteen 
feet long, trimmed it up nicely and went back. I 
reached down into the water and started to poke the 
nickel along towards the other end of the rock, where 
the water was shallow and I could reach it. It was 
slow work. Sometimes I would poke it into the sand, 
and one time I was sure it was lost, but I dug it up 
again. At last I got it around to the other side of the 
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* 
rock, but was astonished to find that the water was 
five feet deep there. Then I thought of the tide! I 
jumped to the other side. To m)r horror, I saw that 
the water was three feet over the place I had crossed, 
and was running like a millrace ! " 

" Did you get the nickel ? " asked Mr. Kent. 

" No," said Mr. Pence, sadly. " An eddy of water 
whirled the sand over it while I was away. I put 
my handkerchief on the pole and waved for help. 
In my excitement I dropped the pole and it floated 
away with my handkerchief. The tide kept on rising 
until I could not stay on that side of the rock, so I 
went to the place where you found me. I expected 
every minute that an alligator, or a crocodile, or a 
shark would come along and get me. It was awful." 

" You should be more careful with your money, 
Simon," said Mr. Kent. "You let me keep that 
bridge ticket for you. With your careless, reckless 
disposition in money matters you will be so reduced 
in circumstances when you reach New York that you 
will have to walk home." 

Mr. Pence looked at the millionaire operator doubt- 
fully, but said nothing. He reached into his pocket, 
produced the six pennies and the red bridge ticket, and 
went to his room where he placed them in the inner 
recesses of a drawer. 

During the absence of the relief committee, Mr. 
Kent dressed the deer with much ^eftness, and Mr. 
Haven had, after some trouble, prepared three of the 
birds for the roasting pan. The range glowed with 
heat, and Sidney aided in the preparation of a dinner 
which had much of promise. The explorers had 
brought back two dozen bananas, and these graced the 
table. Pawpaws were picked from a tree near the 
bungalow. In about two hours the table was set, with 
a huge joint of roast venison and browned potatoes 
as the piece de resistance. This was flanked by a 
grouse and the gold-breasted trumpeter, which had 
fallen before the prowess of Mr. Kent. Sidney had 
essayed some " baking powder biscuits," and had at- 
tained a culinary triumph. These served with jellies, 
some fine claret, and topped off with bananas, pawpaws 
and coffee completed a dinner which will not be for- 
gotten by those who gathered around the board in that 
tropical bungalow. 
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1^ CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE HURRICANE. 

" What does the Exploration Committee do today ? " 
asked Mr. Kent, as he pushed his chair back from the 
breakfast table and bit the end from a cigar. " Mor- 
ton," he said, as he finished the last of his coflfee, 
" those venison chops were fine. Nature must have 
hesitated a long while before she decided whether to 
make you a financier or a cook. I am not sure that 
she did not make a mistake. Come on, Hammond, you 
cannot find out where we are by studying that map. 
Let's get busy." 

" I do not care to be officious," said Sidney, " but I 
wish some of you gentlemen would give our com- 
mittee your assistance for a day or two. The work 
I have in mind properly belongs to the housekeeping 
committee, anyway. The ' park,' as we call it, is our 
game and fruit preserve. In an hour any one can 
shoot grouse, quail, pheasants, or deer, and can pick 
all the bananas we need. The trouble is to get there, 
and to bring back these table luxuries. The trail 
along the brook is almost impassible. Two men with 
axes can put it in good shape in a day. I would like 
to explore the east shore of the island with Mr. Kent. 
Mr. Rockwell, you are President of the Social Island 
Colony. I suggest that you detail members to do 
this work on the trail." 

" Certainly," answered the magnate. " Mr. Morton 
and I will put the trail in good shape. Mr. Carmody 
is working on hi» plans for a boat, and will not need 
assistance for a day or two. How far is it from here 
to the 'park?'" 

" About a mile, I should say," said Sidney. " Fol- 
low the brook until you come to the reservoir. I would 
take a gun along. You may meet one of Mr. Kent's 
* painter* friends." 

This being settled, Sidney prepared to start across 
the bay. Mr. Vincent expressed a wish to help on the 
work of exploration, and it was decided that matters 
could be expedited by forming two parties — one to 
explore the coast north of the gateway of the bay, and 
the other to work along the south shore. It was, there- 
fore, agreed that Mr. Pence and Mr. Vincent should 
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take the south shore, and Mr. Hammond and Mr. 
Kent the north shore. Mr. Pence protested vigorously 
a|;ainst doing any more exploring, but Mr. Kent cut 
him short and reminded him that he was under mili- 
tary discipline. 

" In cases like this," he said, " it is always custo- 
mary to shoot those who disobey orders. I have al- 
ways been your friend. Pence, as you know, but if the 
chairman of the Committee on Exploration ordered 
me to shoot you, I would do it with cheerful prompt- 
ness." 

Mr. Kent examined his rifle critically and looked 
serious. Mr. Pence said he was only joking, and 
would be glad to go. Each member of the expedition 
provided himself with a luncheon, and at eight o'clock 
they got on board the raft and paddled across the bay. 
The sun was not warm and shone through a peculiar 
saffron haze. The air was motionless. It was decided 
that Pence and Vincent should be landed first, and 
that Hammond and Kent should return for them with 
the raft not later than five o'clock in the afternoon. 
All were provided with rifles and ammunition. 

The bay was as smooth as polished glass. The foli- 
age of palm and magnolia was reflected on its surface 
as an inverted tropical skyline. In the deeper shadows 
of rock and cliff the green of ocean plants bordered the 
line of shore and water. But the voyagers had no 
eyes for these beauties of landscape and sky. They 
were silent in contemplation of the vision over which 
their rude craft was floating. They ceased to ply the 
oars, and gazed into the clear depths. There was a 
sense of height which made them dizzy. They seemed 
to be floating high in air above some enchanted forest. 
Fifty — sixty — one hundred feet beneath their feet, the 
floor of the pool rose and fell in fantastic contour. 
Ridges, battlements, crags, and minarets gave way 
to plateaux, and these in turn to caverns and ravines 
dark in unknown depths. Here and there the water 
was seen through festoons of waving water-plant and 
flower, but the pervading tone was that of an aquatic 
forest stretching its branches towards the water-sky, 
and bathed in the blended tints of the spectrum. 

In places were amphitheaters, rising tier by tier, 
each step verdant in vine and fern. At its base white 
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sand writhed in the up pour of bubbling springs. In 
these arenas were myriads of fish, floating as in space, 
their sides reflecting the tints of the rainbow. Again 
they would dart lilce flashes of color into groves of 
corinoidea or into tremulous masses of sea fern. In 
these crystalline depths, sea lilies raised their slender 
stems and flaunted their flowers. 

A plateau covered with variegated forms of water 
cress, terminated in a precipice, adown whose sides 
grew fern-like plants, deepening in color until swal- 
lowed up in the black blue of some unfathomed depth. ^ 
The fish and shell life of this submarine vista was in 
harmony with the hues of forest, hill, crag, and ravine. 
Species of the chaetondon darted here and there, their 
sides stippled in blue, green, and yellow. There were 
others of a silvery shade, mottled with blue and striped 
with brown bands fading into green. In a glade 
whose slopes were covered with gorgeous sea fans, 
was a school of balloon and puifer fish, while the 
next valley was thronged by a multitude of angel fish. 
No words can paint the colors of these coxcombs of 
the sea. They were proud in coats of vermilion, blue, 
gold, violet, emerald and iridescent tints which glowed 
like fire. They formed a piscatorial revel in cast and 
shade, and outrivalled plan and flower in vivid apparel. 
Hydroids and strange forms of jelly fish took on the 
tints of their surroundings, and were like se^ chame- 
leons in their changing colors. Squids and cuttle fish 
emitted brilliant flashes; the argonauts, with shells 
delicate as paper and dainty as mother-of-pearl; rare 
forms of scollop fish, ammonites, razor fish, sting rays, 
hermit and fiddler crabs, skates, sea cucumbers, porcu- 
pines and ravens, nautilus, anemone, urchins, winkles, 
and the innumerable species of fish and shells, re- 
vealed their beauties or their weirdness to the four 
men who floated over their abiding place. 

There was a swirl in the water ahead of the raft. 
'A school of fish darted away. A ten-foot shark swept 
beneath the voyagers, and with open mouth rushed 
into a swarm of pike and bass. His white sides 
gleamed in the sunlight. The wide-opened jaws, the 
beady eyes, the dorsal fin, and the long, powerful tail, 
gave an impression of ferocity which well nigh over- 
powered Mr. Pence. 

"You are not afraid of sharks, are you?" asked 
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Mr. Kent, as the reluctant explorer jumped to the cen- 
ter of the raft. 

" Yes, I am," said Mr. Pence, frankly. 

" They are perfectly harmless," said Mr. Kent. 
The raft was now approaching the southeast shore of 
the bay. "That shark was more afraid of us than 
we need be of him." 

" H^ probably would not touch you," said Mr. 
Pence, "but I am afraid of sharks." 

Sidney laughed. Mr. Kent looked at Mr. Pence, 
doubtfully for a moment. 

" Why wouldn't he touch me? *' ' 

Simon Pence grinned. 

" He probably knows you," he said. " You belong 
to his family." 

" You are getting to be quite a humorist," said Mr. 
Kent. " Don't you worry about sharks. They won't 
touch anybody. All the people killed by sharks died in 
novels. I have been looking into this matter. There 
is no case on record, that I can find, of a man being 
bitten or eaten by a shark. They are afraid of a man. 
I would not hesitate to go in swimming among a thou- 
sand sharks. There are millions of them on the coast 
of Florida and in the Bahamas, and the hotel men 
have a standing offer of one thousand dollars for an 
authenticated case of a person being bitten by a shark. 
At Palm Beach and other places people go in swim- 
ming with sharks all around them. When fishermen 
get drowned, as they often do in the storms along the 
coast, their bodies are washed ashore through shoals 
of sharks who do not dare approach even the dead 
bodies." 

" I don't care," said Mr. Pence, " I am afraid of 
them just the same." 

"Do you know how they kill sharks?*' said Mr. 
Kent. 

" Shoot them, or catch them with hooks, I suppose," 
said Mr. Pence. 

" That is too slow," said Mr. Kent. " Some day we 
will try it in this lake. They make them kill them- 
selves." 

Mr. Pence looked incredulous. 

" They take a pig on board a ship," explained Mr. 
Kent, " and put a strap around him and suspend him 
out over the water from the boat boom. I suppose 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 233 

any animal would do as well as a pig. We could use 
a rabbit or a small deer. Well, the sailors use a pig. 
They drop him down so that he is about four or five 
feet above the water. He kicks and squeals, and the 
sharks gather around. They can't reach him, but 
they think they can, and they keep on trying. They 
swarm around the water below the pig, stick their 
heads up and snap at him, and sooner or later one of 
them is sure to get hurt You see, they are all mixed 
up like men trying to sell Sugar in a bull market 
on the Stock Exchange. One of them gets bit or 
scratched in this riot and it is all over with him. The 
other sharks see the blood and they tackle aiid eat 
him. They are so hungry and impatient, that in de- 
vouring this fellow, some more of them are bound to 
get hurt. The same thing happens to them — ^they get 
eaten. Then the sailors take back the pig and let na- 
ture take its course. I never have seen it done, but 
they tell me that in less than an hour the sea will be 
covered with shark blood for miles around." 

" I don't believe it," said Mr. Pence. 

"A sea captain told me about it," said Mr. Kent 
" I never knew a sea captain to tell a lie." 

They had now reached the shore at a point where 
it was possible to scale the rocks overlooking the ocean. 
Mr. Pence and Mr. Vincent left the raft and it was 
agreed that they should return at about five o'clock. 
They climbed the rocks and disappeared in the forest. 
Sidney and Mr. Kent pushed away from shore and 
headed the raft for the inlet. 

There were no clouds in the sky, but the sun was 
almost obscured in a golden haze. They noted an 
unusual ntlmber of birds flying past, seemingly com- 
ing in from the ocean. There was not a breath of air 
stirring. 

" I believe a storm is brewing," said Sidney. 

"It is not in sight yet," replied his companion, 
as he speared ineif ectually at a passing fish. " I am 
going to come out here tomorrow and catch some of 
these fellows. I wonder what we can use for bait? " 

" The brook is full of minnows," said Sidney. " I 
noticed a dip net among the things in the storeroom. 
Grubs, worms, or almost anything will do for bait." 

" We might try mosquitoes," said Mr. Kent " Some 
of them are large enough." 
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They approached the gateway connecting the ocean 
with the bay. This they found to be a passage not 
more than a hundred yards in width, the cliifs rising 
perpendicularly or beetling over the water. Outside 
was a bar over which the long swell of the ocean 
rolled in curling breakers, as they reached the up- 
heave of the shore. Inside was deeper water, where 
the waves regained a part of their strength as they 
glided smoothly into the gateway. 

" Let's see if we can get outside," said Mr. Kent 
" If we can pass those breakers, we can paddle opt 
a mile or so and perhaps sjze up this island. Let's try 
it. You can swim, I suppose?" 

" Yes, I can swim, and I guess we will have to be- 
fore we can pass those breakers," said Sidney, as he 
watched the great surges sweep over the bar. " We 
will try it if you wish to take the risk." 

" I am not afraid," said Mr. Kent, stoutly. 

"All right. We will leave our guns and shoes 
ashore," suggested Sidney. " Our shirts and trousers 
are no more incumbrance than a bathing suit." 

They stripped and paddled the raft boldly out to the 
bar. The nearer they approached, the higher did the 
combers appear. A mass of green water would arise 
ivom the sea; its upper edge frayed with a line of 
light; the top-heavy mass would poise for an instant 
and then fall in a graceful curve, breaking into spout- 
ing masses of foam. The roar of these falling tons of 
water was in their ears, but they pushed steadily on. 
A giant wave dashed its strength out in a watery roar 
so near them that the spindrift was in their eyes and 
the salt on their lips. 

"Now is the chance!" shouted Sidney; "Hard! 
Row hard!" 

They pushed on their crude paddle with all their 
strength. One hundred yards away the sea was an 
undulating plain of smooth rollers. Could they reach 
it? The next wave rose before them. The forward 
end of the raft tilted back until it was nearly up- 
right. Five feet in their rear the swell broke and 
churned the water in fury. 

" Hurrah ! " shouted Sidney. " Once more and we 
are all right ! " As he spoke, a mountain of water 
welled up from the ocean. Sidney gave it one glance. 
He knew the moods of the sea too well to make any 
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mistake about that wave. Fifty feet away it reared 
its crest. Dark blue and blending green above it rose 
until it towered above their heads. 

" Dive into it ! " cried Sidney, as the edge of the 
comber broke into dazzling white. 

Mr. Kent hesitated for a moment, but Sidney dived 
straight into the breaker. For a few seconds, which 
seemed minutes, his ears were filled with the crash 
of waters. The undertow pulled him down as if he 
were a straw. It seemed as if the weight of tons was 
holding him down ; but, with a lusty stroke he came 
to the surface. He shook the water out of his eyes 
and looked for Mr. Kent. He was not in sightl 

Sidney raised himself out of the water as high as 
possible and searched the foam-flecked water. The 
succeeding wave swept over him. Like all good swim- 
mers, he kept his eyes open when under water. To the 
right he saw the dark outlines of some object, and 
struck out for it. 

As Sidney came to the surface the second time, he 
saw Mr. Kent only a few yards away. He was con- 
scious and was istruggling desperately but wildly to 
keep afloat. In a moment Sidney was by his side. 
The next wave did not break, and both had a breathing 
spell. 

" Throw your left arm across my back and hang 
to my shirt," said Sidney, as he passed his arm imder 
Mr. Kent's chest. " Keep cool ; we are all right." 

Mr. Kent did not for a moment lose his nerve or his 
self-control. He did as Sidney directed, grasping his 
shirt with a firm hold and using his right hand to aid 
in swimming. Three times they went below in the 
boiling surf, but they made slow yet steady progress 
towards the inlet. Mr. Kent did not reply in answer 
to Sidney's reassuring words, but devoted all his ener- 
gies to keeping above water. 

At last they passed the danger point, and reached 
the quiet waters, where the chattered surges rolled 
with a gentle swell. Mr. Kent glanced back and re- 
leased his hold. 

" I'm all right," he said. " Much oblig;ed." 

Mr. Kent struck out for the raft, which was bob- 
bing up and down in the water a few rods away. Sid- 
ney swam at his side and soon climbed aboard the raft. 
He helped Mr, Kent to his feet, and then swam for 
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the paddles, which were floating toward the rocks. He 
recovered them and was again safe on the raft. 

" Are you all right, Mr. Kent? " asked Sidney, as he 
grasped the hand of his companion and shook it earn- 
estly. 

" I am all right, except that I have a quart or more 
of salt water in my stomach," said Mr. Kent, who 
seemed more chagrined than hurt. " It is a lucky thing 
for me that you are a strong swimmer. I could not 
have kept up. You saved my life, Hammond. I 
don't know how to thank you for a little thing like 
that." 

" Don't try,'* said Sidney, laughing heartily. " I 
am glad you are not injured. How did it happen ? " 

" Like a fool, I did not take your advice and dive 
in time," said Mr. Kent. " I thought the raft would 
ride that wave, and so I took a chance. It tipped 
squarely over, and when I tried to jimip, my foot 
slipped. The raft came over right on top of me, 
and for a moment I was stunned. I don't know how 
long I was under water. The first thing I remember 
was when you yelled in niy ear. I knew enough to 
do as I was told. In my time, I have helped persons 
out of the water, and have not forgotten the rules. The 
next wave would have fixed me. I could not get my 
breath, and was losing my strength." 

They soon were on shore; removed their garments, 
wrung them out, and remained in the shade of a 
tree until their clothing was dried sufficiently to wear. 
Mr. Kent would listen to no proposition involving an 
immediate return to the bungalow, and stoutly de- 
clared he was as well as ever. After an hour's rest 
they proceeded to climb the slope of the rock which 
formed the north portal of the gateway. It was a 
long, hard struggle over rocks and through brush and 
briars. But they kept on and at last stood on the 
summit of the crag, four hundred feet above the 
ocean. 

The view before them was inspiring. They stood 
at the verge of the cliff, on a jutting rock overlooking 
the inlet. To the west was the lake or bay with its 
palm-crowned island. Through the cocoa trees they 
saw the roof of the bungalow. Beyond they traced 
the sinuous course of the brook, and caught the sheen 
of the reservoir where the foliage was broken. Yet 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 237 

beyond was the jungle which Sidney had vainly tried 
to penetrate, and back of that was a ridge of hill so 
high that they could be dignified with the title of 
mountains. 

" Look at that ! " exclaimed Sidney. 

He pointed in the direction where there was a 
cleft in the ridge of hills to the northwest. There 
showed the faint outlines of a distant gain mountain 
peak; a pyramid whose top was white with eternal 
snow. 

" See that mountain peak ! " he exclaimed. Mr. 
Kent's eyes were not so good as Sidney's, but he soon 
made out the outlines of a mountain. 

" That peak is about one hundred and fifty miles 
from here," said Sidney, in great joy. " It must be 
on the mainland of Mexico or Central America. There 
are no ranges on any islands with peaks like that. We 
are within sight of shore. That mountain is a long 
way off, but I do not believe that it can be more than 
one hundred and fifty miles. It looks like a volcano. 
I imagine I can see a column of smoke above it. With 
a favoring wind we can make the mainland in a day. 
This is great. We can build a boat and get away 
from this island in less than two weeks at the most." 

" It certainly looks as if you were right," said Mr. 
Kent. " I wonder how big this island is ? " 

They studied the shape of the coast, but it gave no 
answer to Mr. Kent's question. To the north the 
shore curved slowly to the east, terminating in a tall 
cliff; the last of a range of hills which ran as a spur 
of the western ridge into the ocean. The southern 
shore was the same. The bungalow stood in the cen- 
ter of a square, three sides formed by hills and the 
fourth by the ocean. From where they stood, it was 
apparent no exploration of the shore from below was 
possible. Even at low tide, the ocean beat at the foot 
of the rocks, casting its spray far up their sides. In 
places, the never-resting waves had worn caverns into 
the cliffs. They determined to make an attempt to 
reach the northern ridge of hills by skirting the brow 
of the cliffs, but postponed this until after luncheon. 
This they ate with good appetite, and luckily found 
a spring of clear, cool water bubbling from the crevice 
of a rock. 

" Simon Pence is a queer character," observed Sid- 
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ncy, tossing a banana skin over the cliff. " I suppose 
he means well, but he is what some people call a little 
• near.; " 

" Did you ever hear of the time the committee 
waited on him to get a contribution for some charity? " 
asked Mr. Kent. 

Sidney had not. 

" It was decided to raise a sum of money for some 
deserving charitjr," continued Mr. Kent. " I have 
forgotten what it was — ^there are so many of them. 
At any rate, the paper went the rounds, and they 
called on me among others. I signed for a sum, and 
glanced over the list. Morton was down for two thou- 
sand, Rockwell had signed for twenty-five hundred, 
Carmody had pledged three thousand — he is very lib- 
eral and charitable, as he can afford to be — Haven 
was do\yn for something, and there was a lot of others. 
I noticed that Mrs. Simon Pence was on the paper for 
fifty dollars. Well, the committee called on Pence. 
They were admitted and explained their mission. He 
sighed and looked at the list. He read it up and down, 
and suddenly came upon the name Mrs. Simon Pence. 
He picked up his pen and wrote something. The 
committee was all expectation. He handed it back 
to them. What do you suppose they saw? " 

" I am sure I cannot guess." 

" He had written * Mr. and ' before ' Mrs. Simon 
Pence.' That was his contribution. There is no way 
to beat him. Let's be moving." 

They made their way along the edge of the cliffs 
for perhaps half a mile, but could go no further. They 
faced the same jungle which had been encountered to 
the west. After following the edge for a mile, it was 
evident that it was continuous with the jungle around 
the park. Retracing their steps, they again stood on 
the rock overlooking " Morton's Bay " and the ocean. 

At the same moment both gave an exclarnation and 
pointed out to sea. The upper rigging of a ship 
showed clear on the eastern horizon, but she was hull 
down on the waste of waters. For half an hour they 
gazed at the dim outlines of masts and sails. The 
ship was headed south and was making good progress 
in the breeze which had sprung up since noon. 

" She is fully twenty-five miles away," said Sidney, 
as he gazed longingly at the disappearing vessel " We 
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must erect a signal from some point like this, and 
keep a man on watch during the day. If one ship 
passes more are likely to, and some may come near 
eiiough to see and imderstand our signal." 

" Look at those clouds," said Mr. Kent. " There 
comes your storm. What time is it?" 

" Half past two. Those are remarkable looking 
clouds. I never saw anything like them before. Let 
us get our raft across the bay. If Vincent and Pence 
are \jrise, they will come back at once. We are going 
to have some wind." 

In the southeast a murky rainbow of clouds ex- 
tended over a quarter of the horizon. The crown of 
this arch reached about thirty degrees above the sea 
line. Its upper edges were gray, with flecks of white. 
Then it shaded into a blue, and lower into a band of 
darker gray. Below it was saffron, blending into a 
murky red at the horizon. Before Sidney and Mr. 
Kent had reached the raft, the breeze had died away. 
Forest and jungle were vociferous with the cries of 
birds and of animals. Herons, pelicans, sea-gulls, and 
other large birds swung on heavy pinions and disap- 
peared in the west. It seemed as if every living thing 
was attempting to leave the island or seek shelter. 
A pack of monkeys was frantic with excitement, and 
kept up an infernal chattering in company with par- 
rots and cockatoos. Slowly the dun arch climbed the 
heavens. 

It was three o'clock when the raft reached the place 
which had been agreed upon. Sidney fired his rifle 
twice as a signal; and both yelled at the top of their 
voices. There was no response, and they both fired, 
and again shouted. Sidney climbed up the rocks. He 
called repeatedly, but there was no reply. 

There was a moaning sound in the air which seemed 
to come from the sea. Everything was bathed in an 
unearthly reddish-yellow light. The trees were mo- 
tionless, as if cast in bronze. Ten rods away a croco- 
dile lifted his jaws from the water and emitted a 
hoarse bellow, as if in fear. 

" See how fast the tide is rising ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Kent. " You can see it rise. Look at that ! " 

He pointed towards the inlet. A dark ridge rose out 
of the lake. On the opposite shores was a moving line 
of white. 
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" Jump ashore ! It's a tidal bore ! " cried Sidney. 

The wave came rolling towards them like the 
smooth billows in the wake of a steamship. It lost its 
force as the lake widened, but it was strong enough to 
hammer the raft against the rocks. Th^ pulled the 
raft as high up on the beach as they could. The water 
rose at the rate of a foot a minute. The roar of the 
surf beyond the cliffs was like sullen thunder. And 
as yet not a breath of air. 

Across the bay they saw men on the stone dock 
beckoning them to return. It was half-past three 
o'clock. They had promised to have the raft on the 
south shore at five. Both agreed that they must wait 
for Vincent and Pence. It seemed strange they did 
not appear. 

The arch was overhead. It looked like a mass of 
writhing snakes. The moan in the air took a higher 
key. The lake was shrouded in a darkening pall. 

Sidney felt a puff of hot air on his face. The moan 
from the sea became a roar. Three hundred feet 
above, the crown of a palm tree bowed to the west. 

"This way, Mr. Kent!" shouted Sidney. He 
grabbed the older man by the arm and they dashed 
to the shelter of an overhanging rock. And not a 
moment too soon. 

The hurricane broke on the island with a fury which 
seemed incarnate. A tree which had withstood the 
storm blasts of generations was torn from the heights 
above and went whirling across the lake. In a mo- 
ment it was dark as night. 

From where the two men were sheltered they could 
judge of the storm only by the tumult. It came from 
the southeast and passed over their heads. From 
above there came a torrent of water and a shower of 
rocks, stones and logs. It did not seem possible a 
human being could survive such a storm for a minute. 
There were occasional flashes of light. The sky be- 
came tremulous with its sickening flicker. Gradually 
this became more intense. Then there was a glare as if 
the universe had burst into flame. The hills seemed to 
rock in the explosion which followed. Those who 
grow frightened at the puny manifestations of nature 
in a northern thunder-storm, cannot afford to cavil at 
an apparent extravagance of language essential to a 
word picture of a tropical hurricane. 
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'As night came on the storm increased in fury. In 
the flashes of lightning they saw the lake lashed into 
foam. The rain fell in such sheets that they could not 
descry the bungalow, but they feared for the safety 
of its occupants. They gave Vincent and Pence up as 
lost, and never expected to see them alive again. All 
night long they crouched under the ledge of rock ; wet 
and hungry and sad at heart. The crash of falling 
timber, the rumble of timibling rocks, the incessant 
reverberation of thunder, the lashing of the rain, arid 
the spectacle of a sky aflame with writhing skeins of 
lightning made an impression on their minds never to 
be effaced. 

Driven before the hurricane, the water of the bay 
steadily rose until it threatened to drive them from 
their place of safety. But at five o'clock there was a 
lull in the storm. There was a faint gleam of the 
dawn of day. Nature mustered her forces for one 
more terrific blast. When exhausted, the light broke 
through the clouds. As by magic the hurricane was 
over. The wind died to a refreshing breeze. Of a 
sudden, the foliage on the ridges across the bay was 
radiant with sunshine. 

Sidney and Mr. Kent came from behind the shelter- 
ing rock. They presented a sorry sight. Their duck 
suits were streaked with mud and their faces tense and 
drawn by excitement and lack of sleep. They washed 
their hands and faces in the lake, and then climbed the 
ridge, where they obtained an unbroken view of the 
bay. To their delight, they saw the figures of four 
men on the stone pier. Sidney waved his hat, and was 
greeted by an answering signal. The people of the 
bungalow shouted across the water, and Sidney and 
Mr. Kent yelled in return. Mr. Morton, Mr. Carmody 
and his companions speedily built and launched a new 
raft and were soon rowing to the relief of the missing 
ones. i 

"Where are Pence and Vincent?" shouted Mr. 
Morton, as the raft neared the shore. 

" They did not return," said Sidney. " I am afraid 
they were lost in the storm." 

Sidney would not listen to the proposition that he 
return with Mr. Kent to the bungalow. Though wet 
and hungry, he joined Mr. Morton and plunged into 
the forest to find the missing men, dead or alive. He 
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was glad to learn that the bungalow had survived the 
hurricane with small damage, and that none of the 
occupants were injured. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

MR. PENCE DISCOVERS GOLD. 

With much difficulty, Mr. Simon Pence scaled the 
heights overlooking the bay, and, aided by Vincent, 
finally reached the top. He cast one lingering look 
behind, and followed his young and sturdy companion 
into the half -jungle which lay before them. They 
found it possible, by following the cliffs along the 
ocean, to make fairly rapid progress. Their march 
was hindered by frequent gorges, but these were ne- 
gotiated, and they proceeded laboriously but steadily 
in a southern direction. 

Vincent entertained his companion with the descrip- 
tion of a plan he had designed to supersede sprinkling 
carts in large cities. Mr. Pence was busy looking for 
snakes and did not give close attention to Mr. Vincent's 
ingenious scheme. The inventor and promoter did 
not notice this abstraction, and for an hour expounded 
his plans in those intervals when he was not pushing 
the financier up hill or helping him down. 

" Our present system of watering streets is foolish 
and childish," said Mr. Vincent, as they paused to rest 
on a boulder, where they could watch the surf dash 
against the cliffs three hundred feet below. "Just 
think of it ! We have water mains running along every 
important street in our cities. It is piped into every 
house and to every room in the house if necessary. 
What would you think if, instead of running pipes into 
a house, we should draw water from a hydrant in 
pails and carry it into the various rooms ? That would 
be foolish, wouldn't it?" 

Mr. Pence looked nervously at a four-foot iguana — 
with homy scales and lizard-like tail — ^which was 
crawling along a nearby ledge. 

"What's that?" he said, as Vincent waited for a 
reply. 

Vincent repeated his proposition. 

" Are those things dangerous? " asked Mr. Pence, as 
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he watched the reptile. " Look at his teeth. Let's get 
away from here." 

" He won't hurt us," said Vincent. " Sidney Ham- 
mond told me all about those iguanas. They live on 
insects. There is a lizard in these countries that is 
very dangerous, so I have heard." 

"What is it?" asked Mr. Pence. 

" I don't know the name of it," said this amateur 
naturalist. " They jump out from behind a rock and 
bite your shadow. When they do this, you have an 
awful pain in your back, and get sick and dizzy. I 
don't loiow whether it is ever fatal or not." 

Simon Pence looked at his shadow, and moved back 
so that it was merged in the shade of a tree. 

" As I was saying," continued Vincent, " that would 
be a poor sort of water system. Now, what I propose 
to do is this: Instead of having a lot of sprinkling 
carts, each requiring a team of horses and a driver, I 
propose to lay pipes along the curb of the sidewalks 
on both sides of the street. Every twenty feet, we will 
say, there will be a valve which an operator can turn. 
He watches his chance, and when the street is clear 
he turns his valve and the water rushes out of perfo- 
rations in these pipes and sprinkles the street. Sim- 
ple, isn't it ? One man could keep a mile of street 
wetted down on the hottest day. We would do away 
with teams and wagons which take up street room. 
Our clumsy old sprinkling carts are always wetting 
people. One man with my system would take the place 
of five at present. What do you think of it ? " 

" Let's go along," said Mr. Pence. " That iguana, 
or whatever you call it, is coming this way." 

They left the lizard to his vile devices and again en- 
tered the forest. Vincent was not in the least discour- 
aged, and explained in detail the benefits of his plan. 
Shortly after noon they ate their, luncheon. They 
rested on a ledge fronting the sea. Two miles to the 
south a huge crag reached out into the blue water, 
and beyond no land was visible. They decided to 
make an attempt to climb the promontory, believing 
that it would aflFord a view of the south shore, and per- 
haps a general survey of the island. 

The brush thickened. They slowly forced their way 
through a thicket; Mr. Pence in advance. Suddenly 
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he gave a cry of terror, and fell over Vincent in his 
wild retreat. 

Before them stood a monster — ^the grotesque figure 
of a human being, with outstretched arms, hideous 
face and protruding teeth. At a glance Vincent rec- 
ognized it as a stone image, and shouted reassuringly 
to the fleeing explorer. 

In the open space before them were the massive 
ruins of temples and palaces ; the tomb of a city which 
bsid flourishec^ and decayed long before the dawn of 
recorded history. On mound and terrace were crum- 
bling relics of a former grandeur. In places huge 
colimins covered with carvings and hieroglyphs were 
yet standing, while in others the walls had fallen be- 
fore the ceaseless alchemy of time. Palms burst 
fortfi from the ground, shadowing these ruins, while 
creeping plant and vine checkered grim walls and 
softened jagged outlines. 

They viewed in mute surprise thy desert grace; 
At every step some palace meets the eye — 
Some figure frowns, some temple courts the sky; 
It seems as if that hour the verdurous earth 
By genii struck, had given these fabrics birth; 
Save that old Time hath flung his darkening pall 
On each tree-shaded tower and pictured walL 

The ruins covered many acres, and lay back from 
the cliflfs a distance not exceeding one hundred yards. 
There were traces of ancient fountains, with figures 
half-buried in the mud and slime of what once were 
pleasing pools. It was possible to trace the course of 
streets, and to mark where courts once gave distance 
to the display of architecture. The fagades which yet 
stood were carved in strange designs, while gro- 
tesque figures grinned from niches. Huge monoliths 
were tumbled in picturesque confusion. The explorers 
found several chambers in which the mosaic work 
was well preserved. At the comers were columns of 
porphyry, severely simple in design, with no capital or 
architrave. 

In the center of the ruined city was a pjrramidal 
mound, surmounted by the wreck of what once must 
have been an imposing structure. Vincent climbed up 
this mound and gazed with awe on the grewsome 
figures which were scattered in odd postures around 
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the stone floor of the temple. In one comer the floor 
had caved in and revealed a subterranean vault or 
chamber of unknown extent. Vincent lowered himself 
to the floor below. At^ first it was so dark he could 
not survey his surroundings, but his eyes became ac- 
customed to the gloom. He stumbled over the uneven 
surface and entered a passageway leading to the left. 
Mr. Pence called to him from overhead, and Vincent 
answered; his voice sounding sepulchral as it echoed 
through the corridors. A fallen stone black half closed 
the opening into a smaller room. Vincent lit a match 
and entered. The walls were covered with a growth 
of fungus, but his eyes were riveted to a collection of 
carved figures of various size which lined three sides 
of the wall. 

They evidently were images or idols, and were ugly 
enough to have scared the worshippers into any con- 
fession or belief. They rested on a stone shelf formed 
by the top of a mosaic wainscoting which projected 
from the walls. Vincent picked up one of the smaller 
images and started back to examine it more carefully 
in the daylight. It seemed remarkably heavy, but he 
imagined it to be bronze or copper, tarnished by the 
rust of ages. Vincent found Mr. Pence looking down 
into the hole, but making no move to quit terra firma. 

" See what I have found," said Vincent, handing the 
idol to Mr. Pence. 

" What a singularly ugly thing," remarked the cap- 
italist, as he handled it gingerly. " It's awful heavy. 
What's it made o^? " 

Vincent pulled himself out of the hole and brushed 
the mold from his clothes. Mr. Pence looked intently 
at the image. He " hefted " it judiciously. It was of a 
rusty brown color, but smooth and well preserved. 

" Remarkably heavy ! " said Mr. Pence. His eyes 
glittered and he was much excited. 

" Let me take your knife," he said. Vincent pro- 
duced a knife and opened the big blade. Mr. Pence dug 
into the flat nose of the idol. He gave the knife a 
circular motion, and on the end of the blade lay a 
shining yellow chip. 

"Gold!" he shouted. "Gold! Solid gold! SoHd 
gold, and it weighs more than ten pounds ! " 

The face of the millionaire was a study. For a 
moment it shone with the splendor of the gold shaving 
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which rested in the pahn of his hand. At that instant, 
he was oblivious to his surroundings. He clenched the 
image tightly and re^rded it with a rapt expression, 
such as a mother lavishes on her babe. Suddenly his 
attitude changed. He recovered himself with a start 
His face darkened. He glared at Vincent and drew 
back from him as in aversion. 

" Where did you find this ? " he almost shrieked in 
a voice harsh and trembling with excitement. 

" Back in there," said Vincent, waving his hand away 
from the mouth of the cavern. " There's lots of them 
back there." 

"Take, me there I Take me there I " He dropped 
his voice almost to a whisper. He glanced around as 
if expecting some one might see or hear him. 

" They belong to us," he said, laying his hand affec- 
tionately on Vincent's shoulder. " To us ;- do you un- 
derstand, to us. We found them — ^you and I. They 
are ours, Vincent, all ours. We will divide them be- 
tween us two — ^just you and I. Help me down there. 
Let me see them. Are you sure there is a lot of them? 
Perhaps they are not like this one. Bigger, did you 
say? Which way is it? How awful dark it is I Take 
hold of my hand ! " 

Before the magic of the touch of gold the natural 
cowardice of the elderly millionaire disappeared. 
Twice he fell and bruised his hands, but he did not 
care. They came to the vault. Vincent went in first 
and lit a match. Mr. Pence gave an exclamation of 
delight. He rushed to one of the images, lifted it, ran 
his fingers lovingly over the surface and laughed with 
joy. The match burned out and the room was dark 
as midnight. 

"Light another, quick!*' shouted Simon Pence. 
" I'll tell you what you do,'* he exclaimed, as the match 
lightened up the gloom. "I will stand outside, and 
you hand them to me, and I will carry them where we 
can see them." 

Vincent did as he was told. He started at one end 
of the shelf and felt his way around, and handed the 
images to the outstretched hands of Mr. Pence, who 
carried them along the corridor and placed them in a 
comer of the outer room. It took an hour or more 
to do this, at the end of which time Vincent declared 
that all figures were removed. Mr. Pence was not sat- 
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isfied, and with Vincent again examined the treasure 
vault. There were no more to be seen. He tapped the 
floor and sides of the room and studied as best he could 
by match light every crack and crevice in the crumbling 
walls. There was no sign of other hiding places, and 
reluctantly they abandoned the search. Mr. Pence 
rushed back to see if the images were yet there. Vin- 
cent explored the corridor for other openings, but 
found none. He returned and joined Mr. Pence. 

That gentleman was busy testing the images. As he 
dug into each idol and found it gold, his joy knew no 
bounds. Vincent also was delighted. He owned a half 
interest in more property than he ever had hoped to 
obtain, unless by chance some of his cherished plans 
should find a financier. Both forgot the flight of time. 
They counted the idols and images and found there 
were sixty-three. They then attempted to estimate 
the weight of their treasures. They calculated the 
smallest one at ten pounds and the others ranged all 
the way up to one estimated at not less than seventy 
pounds. As nearly as they could judge, after carefully 
estimating the weight of each image, the total was 
about 1,575 pounds. 

" How much is gold worth a pound ? " asked Vin- 
cent, as he held an idol out at arm's length. He re- 
membered that he could " hold out " a weight of thirty- 
pounds, and this one required all of his muscular 
eflfort. 

" Gold is worth about $224 a pound," said Mr. Pence. 
" That is based on the amount of gold in coins. This 
looks like pure gold to me. It is awful soft. Don't rub 
that image like that ; you will wear it out. What time 
is it?" 

Vincent had no watch ; neither had Mr. Pence, but 
they thought it was about three o'clock in the after- 
noon. 

"We must be going back at once," said Vicnent. 
" What are we going to do with those things ? We 
can carry them with us. Let's each take two of the 
smaller ones and start along. We can get help tomor- 
row and carry the rest of them to the bungalow. In 
the meanwhile, we will put them back in that vault." 

"What are you talking about, man?" exclaimed 
Simon Pence. " Go and leave this gold here ? Never ! 
Never, sir, never ! Go away and leave $350,000 in gold 
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tinguarded ? I cannot think of it. You go back to 
camp and get help. I will remain." 

" Who is going to find or steal it ? " demanded Vin- 
cent. "The chances are that no one has been here 
before in a thousand years. If they had been, the gold 
would not be here. It is safe as in a vault in New 
York. Come along, Mr. Pence. How dark it is get- 
ting! What is that moaning sound? We must go 
bade. It is going to storm." 

" I will never leave this gold here ! " said Mr. Pence. 
" It is not safe. You go back and I will remain. I am 
not afraid. I will stay all night, if necessary. Come 
back in the morning and bring help and food." 

" That is foolish, Mr. Pence," said Vincent. He had 
climbed out of the cavern and stood facing the sea. 

" Come on," he said. " There is going to be an 
awful storm. It looks like a hurricane. Come on ; you 
must not remain here." 

" Go back, and leave me alone," said Mr. Pence. " I 
will never, never leave here alive with this gold un- 
guarded. I have a gun. I am not afraid. Go on 
back to the camp. Tell them the gold is ours — ^all ours. 
If I stay here and take care of it, I ought to have 
more than half of it. Go ahead, before the storm 
breaks!" 

It was useless to argue with him. Vincent bade him 
good-bye and started on a run for Morton's Bay. He 
had not gone a quarter of a mile before the storm 
struck the island. The first blast swept him from his 
feet. A falling tree half buried him in its branches, 
and his face was scratched and bleeding. A few rods 
away was a gully. Struggling to his feet he ran and 
crawled in that direction. He remembered* reaching 
the edge of the gully. There was a crash and a roar ; 
Vincent saw a flash of light and lost consciousness. 
How long this lasted, he did not know. He awoke with 
the rain beating on his face, and the trunk of a tree 
laying across his right arm. There was a dull pain 
in his head. The rage of the storm was demoniacal. 
In a violent gust of wind the tree was lifted and he 
was able to release his arm. So far as he could judge, 
no bones were broken. Crawling along the ground, 
guided by the incessant flashes of lightning, he reached 
the shelter of a rock, which he shared with an iguana 
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and a huge rock python, whose shiny scales ghstened in 
the flame from the heavens. 

The two reptiles cuddled up to the explorer. The 
big snake ran his flat head bet>yeen Vincent's coat and 
his back and lay motionless. The lizard was more 
nervous, and ran back and forth along the narrow 
ledge, but lay most of the time with his crested back 
resting against Vincent's right arm. 

" I. was not afraid of them," Vincent explained later. 
" The storm was so much more frightful than they that 
I did not mind them. I knew that both of them were 
harmless, though that snake was big enough to swal- 
low a deer or a man. But he was as scared at the storm 
as I was, and I tell you any company was welcome that 
night. I went asleep finally and when I woke up the 
storm was over and the snake and lizard were gone." 

Simon Pence was venturing out of his dungeon 
when the storm swept in from the sea. He heard the 
roar and dropped back in time to miss a palm tree, 
torn up by the roots and hurled over his head. An 
instant later one of the huge monoliths fell from its 
pedestal and crashed through the floor to the south of 
where he stood. He ran back and forth shouting and 
waving his hands in terror. From a hundred crevices 
the rain poured in streams upon the floor. At first 
it ran down the black corridor, but as the storm in- 
creased it began to rise. Inch by inch it rose. The 
millionaire splashed through the muddy flood and took 
refuge on a slab of stone which had fallen from the 
floor above. Here he remained all night, the waters 
steadily creeping toward him until at last it seemed 
to find an outlet to the west and remained stationary. 
The idols and images in the far comer were half 
buried in debris and water. The larger one lifted its 
head above the flood, and his wicked eyes gleamed in 
their sockets in the flashes of lightning. Blue flames 
of electricity ran along the walls of the cavern ; balls 
of fire and tongues of phosphorescent flame glowed 
in its depths. Above the roar and turmoil of the storm, 
Mr. Pence could hear wailing cries as of some soul in 
torment. It was probably his imagination, but there 
were sounds as if giants were struggling on the shat- 
tered floors above his head. White figures seemed to 
move in the glare of the lightning, and once he thought 
a clammy hand was laid across his neck. Did the 
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spirits of a forgotten race visit their wrecked palaces 
and temples, riding on the wings of the hurricane? 
Here was where in the faded centuries they had lived, 
fought, loved, planned, struggled, conquered or failed, 
and when all was ended, had died. Here rested their 
ashes, and on these stones were the unknown inscrip- 
tions which recorded their triumphs or sorrows. 

Through the long night Mr. Pence remained in this 
cavern and heard the storm lashing above his head. 
No sleep came to his eyelids. When day came and the 
last rumble of the thunder died away in the north, he 
was so cramped he could hardly move. He succeeded 
in wading through the water, and after much effort 
crawled out into the open air bringing one of the idols 
with him. In the warmth of the sun his clothes soon 
dried. He sat down beneath a tree where he could 
watch the opening of the cave. He closed his eyes for 
a moment and fell asleep. 

When Vincent awoke and found himself alive and 
not much injured, except for a contusion on the back 
of his head, he hunted for the idols and soon found 
them. He was just starting to return to the ruined city 
when he heard a shout to the north, and the next in- 
stant the report of a gun. Vincent shouted in return, 
and in a few minutes saw Sidney Hammond and 
Palmer J. Morton coming towards him. Briefly he ex- 
plained what had happened, and the three set forth 
for the temple where Mr. Pence was guarding the 
treasure. The indignation of Sidney and Mr. Morton 
was tempered by a fear that the millionaire had not 
survived the fate which his avarice had tempted. 

They soon reached the temple. At first they did not 
observe Mr. Pence. Vincent had crawled down into 
the cavern and announced that no one was there be- 
fore Sidney discovered the slumbering guardian under 
a calabash tree. 

It was a pathetic figure which these three men ap- 
proached. His hat had fallen to the ground, and the 
matted gray hair half covered the eyes of the sleeping 
financier. One hand was firmly clutched to the idol. 
In the relaxed fingers of the other hand was a stout 
club. The linen clothes were bedraggled in mud and 
slime. The right foot was in a pool of water. Were 
it not for the slight but regular heaving of the soiled 
shirt bosom, they would have thought him dead. 
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Mr. Morton pushed the idol with his foot. The hand 
of the sleeper instinctively tightened its grip. He 
awoke with a start, and with surprising agility sprang 
to his feet 

" Back ! back ! " he shouted. " You shall not have it ! 
I will die first!" 

He brandished the club defiantly and swung a blow 
at Mr. Morton, who stepped back, and narrowly 
evaded it. 

"Wake up, Mr. Pence," said Sidney Hammond. 
" You are all right ! Come out of your trance ; it is 
time to go home." 

Simon Pence blinked his eyes, ran his tiand over 
his forehead, and came to his senses. He threw him- 
self into Sidney's arms and gave way to his emo- 
tions. When he recovered, there was no difficulty in 
persuading him to go back to the bungalow. In fact, 
he was eager to go. The experiences of the night had 
overmastered his rapacity. Each of the four car- 
ried one of the images, and an hour later were on the 
raft and soon after all the members of Social Island 
Colony once more were beneath the roof of the bim- 
galow. 

After a meal, they repaired to their rooms and en- 
joyed several hours of refreshing sleep. It was late 
in the afternoon before the castaways recovered from 
the eflfects of the hurricane. 



CHAPTER XX. 

PLANS FOR ESCAPE. 

Mr. Kent was the first to awake. It was noon 
when he shook off the drowsy god and plunged into a 
bath. He emerged feeling better, and soon dressed 
and entered the club room. He found that none of 
-his fellow castaways were awake. After a search in 
the store-room he provided himself with a rod, reel 
and a complete fishing equipment. Armed with a dip 
net he went to the brook, and as Sidney had predicted 
found no difficulty in catching a pail full of minnows. 
A few minutes later he was drifting over the bay on 
the raft. 

It was not long before he located a school of pike 
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and bass, the latter much resembling the northern 
weakfish. Before the minnow had been lowered ten 
feet, one of the bass made a rush for it. He struck 
hard, and for three minutes Mr. Kent was a busy and 
a happy man. The reel sang a cheery song, for the 
bass was game and did not tamely surrender. At last 
he was in the landing net and from thence he went 
into the willow basket. 

In less than an hour Mr. Kent had caught a dozen 
bass and pike, which averaged four pounds. It was a 
fine creel of fish, and Mr. Kent paddled back to the 
stone pier in high satisfaction with his piscatorial 
prowess. He justly regarded himself as the Nimrod 
and the Isaac Walton of the colony. 

It was not so much fun cleaning these beauties, but 
Mr. Kent had completed the task when he was joined 
by Mr. Haven. Together they prepared the late break- 
fast, and at four o'clock all were seated around the 
table. They pronounced the fish excellent, and gave 
Mr. Kent a vote of thanks, promising him a decora- 
tion on their return to civilization. 

" Did you ever hear the story about old Pratt and 
his black bass?" asked Mr. Kent, addressing Mr. 
Morton. " I mean Pratt, of Pratt & Howe. You re- 
member that he cleaned up five million on Lacka- 
wanna about ten years ago and never appeared on Wall 
Street again ? " 

" Yes, I remember him," said Mr. Morton. " I 
never knew what became of him, nor did I ever hear 
any bass story about him. What was it ? " 

" Pratt was a great fisherman," said Mr. Kent, as 
he lit a cigar. " He was a crank on the subject. He 
had bass suits, and trout suits, and more fishing tackle 
than you could load into a freight car. He was a mem- 
ber of the Tarpon Club in Florida, and had fishing and 
hunting lodges in Maine, New York, Wisconsin, Colo- 
rado, Washington, and other states. He had caught a 
salmon in Washington, black trout in Colorado, pick- 
erel in Minnesota, black bass in Wisconsin, muscal- 
longe in Michigan, trout in New York, blue fish in 
Florida, tarpon in Texas, tuna on the Pacific coast, 
and shark off the shores of Maine. He had joined a 
fishing crew and risked his life for cod on the banks 
of Newfoundland; he knew every bass hole in the 
Potomac ; the mud cat of the Mississippi was his per- 
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sonal friend ; and he knew the sheepshead of the Gulf 
of Mexico as you know Broadway. He had fished for 
tunny in the Mediterranean, for sword fish in Indian 
waters, and had defied pirates in order to despoil the 
Chinese seas. From the fiords of Norway to the coves 
of Cape Colony he cast his lines and not in vain. 

"Then Pratt became blase. He had caught every- 
thing worth catching. He had harpooned a whale and 
vanquisjied a basking shark. There were no more 
fish worlds for him to conquer. Sad at heart, he re- 
turned to America, and from sheer force of habit went 
to Wisconsin. His favorite fish was the black bass. 
It was his belief that a black bass had more game in 
his make up, ounce for ounce, than any other fish. 
He held the record on black bass. Pratt was the 
only man in Am^erica who ever landed an eight-pound 
small-mouth black bass. Mounted, this monster rests 
in the Smithsonian Institute in Washington. 

" Well, Pratt went to Wisconsin. He had a lodge 
on a lake which was full of black bass. The lake was 
about four miles long and from one to three miles wide. 
In all it covered about ten square miles, and was sur- 
rounded by timber and farming lands. Pratt sat out 
in front of his lodge and looked at the lake. He 
knew every place where bass could be found. He 
knew that he could catch a dozen in two hours. What 
was the use? He hated life. Its fishy glass had been 
drained to the dregs. 

" He gazed languidly at the lake. A bass broke from 
the water not a hundred yards away; his black scales 
gleaming in the sunlight. The ripples ran in a widen- 
ing circle. Pratt had a thought. He jumped to his 
feet. 

" ' By thunder! I will do it,' " he exclaimed. 

" We went to the nearby village and found a real 
estate man, and instructed him to buy every foot of 
land around the lake. This took a month, and cost 
him about $300,000. Finally he had every front foot 
of the thirty miles of shore. The lake was his. It 
had but a single outlet and was fed entirely by springs. 
At great expense, Pratt drained this lake. 

"He dramed it and took from it every fish. All 
save one he dumped into the stream below, which was 
yet fed by the springs. He let the sun beat on the 
former bed of the lake, and by the aid of chemicals 
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killed every germ of life in it. In the meantime, the 
one bass he had saved was in a big tank he had built 
Late in the fall he dammed up the head of the stream 
and let the lake again cover its bed. Before snow 
flew it was again at its normal depth. 

" Pratt then took that one black bass from the tank 
and put it back into the lake. 

" * Any one can catch bass when a lake is full of 
them/ he said, ' but it takes a blamed g^Dod man to 
catch the only fish that swims in ten square miles of 
water. I will spend the rest of my life trying to 
catch that fish.' 

" The next day it turned cold," continued Mr. Kent, 
" and the lake froze solid. Pratt was too fair a fish- 
erman to drop a line through a hole in the ice, so he 
would walk or skate aroimd the lake and wonder 
where in the dickens that black bass was. It was a 
long winter, and it seemed as if the ice never would 
melt, but at last it did, and in the spring Pratt got 
his tackle and bait into shape and rowed out into the 
lake. He had frogs and minnows and worms, and 
fished with all of them. All day long he fished up and 
down, but neither saw nor felt a sign of the bass. Day 
after day he fished with the same result. Spring 
merged into simimer and nothing happened. 

" Every one in the little country town knew about 
old Pratt's scheme and they were much interested. 
They thought that a man who would spend $300,000 
for the sake of catching one six-pound bass was a hot 
sport — ^and he was. 

" One day Pratt came into the village tavern. He 
walked up to the bar and pounded it with his fist. 

" * Give me a drink and send for every one in town,' 
he said. ' It is my treat, and I am going to make it 
a good one.' 

" * Have you caught the bass, Mr. Pratt? * asked the 
innkeeper. 

" * No, but I saw him break not half a mile away,* 
said Pratt. ' He is there, all right, and he is feeling 
fine. He jumped three feet out of water.* 

" Pratt had the town in a furor for a week. All 
business was suspended. Then he went back to his 
fishing. Nothing happened during the remainder of 
the summer or fall, and winter again locked the bass 
under a roof of ice. 
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" Next season came earlier and Pratt went to work 
with renewed vigor. For two months no sign of the 
fish was seen, but one night Pratt came into the town 
in great excitement. He had had a strike. The bass 
fought for ten minutes, and broke the hook just 
when Pratt was ready to land him. The town was his 
the better part of a month. Then Pratt went back 
again. 

" The third year found Pratt still at it. One day he 
was casting in the middle of the lake when he saw a 
barelegged boy come down to the edge of the shore 
about a mile away. He cut a pole from a small hick- 
ory tree and tied a string to it. Pratt shouted at the 
boy, but he paid no attention. The boy baited a bent 
pin with a piece of salt pork, and cast it into the water. 
Pratt yelled at him again, and started to row across 
the lake. When he was about a hundred yards from 
shore he looked around just in timp to see that kid 
haul a big black bass from the lake. The lad threw 
him over his head and the line caught in the branches 
of a tree and the bass hung there. 

" Pratt gave one look at the bass and the boy. He 
did not say a word. He threw his tackle into the 
water, rowed across the lake, set fire to his house, and 
has not been seen since.*' 

" Like all fish stories, I suppose this is a true one,'* 
said Mr. Carmody. " I anticipated, when you had 
outlined the story, that Pratt would catch that bass the 
first tinje he went fishing. That would have been al- 
most as great a disappointment as the one which hap- 
pened.*' 

** Some of the villagers deny that a boy caught the 
bass," said Kent. " Bill Briggs, the town bladcsmith, 
is authority for the statement that the bass was not 
caught at all. He says that old Pratt had a strike, and 
after a fight with a fish that lasted half an hour, he 
landed him. It was a twelve-pound catfish. Pratt was 
so mad that he threw everything overboard and left the 
lake, never to return." 

AH adjourned to the veranda, and Mr. Carmody 
brought up the subject of building a boat with which 
to escape to the mainland. Sidney Hammond said it 
was useless to continue the exploration of the island. 
In his opinion, it was about ten miles long, running 
north and south, and probably four or five miles wide. 
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The snow-capped mountain undoubtedly belonged to 
the range forming the backbone of Mexico and Centra! 
America. It was sufficient to know that they were not 
more than one hundred and fifty miles from the main- 
land. Sidne> suggested that a man be detailed to 
watch the ocean each day from the gateway to the bay, 
and volunteered his services for the morrow. It was 
decided to erect a flagstaff at this point and float a 
white flag from it as a signal of distress. 

" We will begin the building of a boat or raft to- 
morrow," said Mr. Carmody, the chairman of the Com- 
mittee on Escape. " I have my plans practically com- 
pleted, and I will submit them to you now for approval, 
rejection or modification. My suggestion is that we 
build a raft in the form of a house-boat. I doubt if 
we have the materials with which to construct a life- 
boat, with pointed bows and stern. Again, such a boat 
is not nearly as safe as a raft. From what Hammond 
has learned, I am of the opinion that any number of 
ships pass to the east of us at a distance not exceeding 
twenty-five miles. While our objective point is the 
mainland, we must calculate on the possibility of being 
blown to the east. The Gulf of Mexico and the Carib- 
bean Sea are thronged with ships of all kinds. It is 
likely that this island lies a little off the regular course 
of traffic, but we are certain to sight some vessel in 
short order. Therefore, I favor a craft which will 
have more of safety than of speed." 

" That is my idea exactly," said Mr. Morton. ** I 
believe we will be picked up inside of forty-eight hours 
at the most. We must construct a raft or house- 
boat which can survive any ordinary storm. Even if 
the waves do beat over it occasionally, our plight will 
be much better than if our boat were capsized in the 
first heavy sea." 

. ** No ordinary wave will beat over the raft I have 
planned," said Mr. Carmody, producing a rough sketch 
of the plans. " I propose a craft forty feet long and 
fourteen feet wide. It will be square at both ends. 
We will frame the hull out of solid timber. I notice 
that there are some tall, straight trees back of the bun- 
galow which will serve admirably for our purpose. I do 
not know the name of the tree, but the wood, though 
light, is as tenacious as yellow pine. I have built 
many ships and barges, and we have the tools and 
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materials to do a good job. The best plan will be to 
frame the hull on shore, and then take it apart and put 
it together again in the water. Of course, we could 
build the raft complete and laimch it from the stone 
pier, but it will be safer to build it from the water." 

** Then you will build a house on this foundation, I 
suppose,'* said Mr. Rockwell. 

" We will build a house or cabin eight by twenty- 
four feet," said Mr. Carmody. " It will be high 
enough to stand upright in. There will be three state- 
rooms, each with two sleeping bunks. Then there will 
be a combined kitchen, dining-room and store-room. 
This cabin will be braced in every direction, and I have 
worked out a plan by which no ordinary sea can cause 
serious trouble. In a very severe storm we can take 
refuge on the roof of the cabin. A raft built like this 
will ride the waves safely. People have lived for 
months on a flat raft and have survived awful storms. 
We should be able to get along for a few days with a 
well constructed house-boat." 

Mr. Carmody's plans also provided for six oars or 
sweeps and a rudder. Through the roof of the cabin 
two masts were stepped, each carrying a boom and a 
three-cornered sail. He had found a pile of canvass 
awnings which had not yet been put in place on the 
windows of the bungalow. These promised to make 
excellent sails. For two hours the house-boat was dis- 
cussed, and the plan suggested by Mr. Carmody was 
adopted. It was decided to begin work on the boat 
early the following morning, and Mr. Carmody pre- 
dicted that the eight members of the colony would 
complete the task in a week, or at the outside in ten 
days. There was a large amount of lumber piled up 
back of the store-house, and it was not thought likely 
that it would be necessary to destroy any part of the 
bungalow in order to obtain extra building material. 

While Mr. Carmody and others went to select the 
trees for the frame work of the house-boat, Sidney 
and Mr. Kent rowed across the bay and took an ol>- 
servation from the rock overlooking the inlet. There 
was no vessel in sight, though Sidney thought he 
could trace a line of smoke at the edge of the south- 
eastern horizon. They felled a tall pine tree and 
trimmed it for a flagstaff. Early the following mom- 
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ing five of the men raised the pole on the rock, hav- 
ing first provided a flag which they nailed to the top. 

Sidney and Mr. Kent watched the sun as it dropped 
behind the western ridge of hills. The air was re- 
markably clear, and the snow-capped mountain peak 
showed plain in the purple distance. 

"This island is a great mystery to me,'* said Ham- 
mond. He was looking at the mountain. Its base 
faded away as the sun declined, but the top glowed 
like a pearl where the light yet reflected from the daz- 
zling snow. 

"There are few peaks like that on the American 
continent," said Sidney. " I have been looking up the 
subject of high mountains along the American coast. 
We surely are more than a thousand miles west of 
New York, and we are in tropical waters. The coast 
of South America swings away east of New York, 
so we cannot be there. I can find but two places which 
coincide with the time indicated by our watches." 

" What are they ? " asked Mr. Kent. 

" The Caribbean Sea along the east coast of Yucatan 
and Balize, and the east coast of old Mexico along 
the Gulf of Mexico," said Sidney. " There are no 
such peaks as that visible from the east coast of Yuca- 
tan, to say nothing of from islands yet farther east. 
Cape Catoche, the east point of Yucatan, is in just 
the same longitude as Chicago, We are west of that. 
The only waters west are those of the Gulf and 
the Bay of Campeachy, a part of the Gulf forming the 
northern boundary of Yucatan and Tobasco, and the 
eastern shore of the southern portion of Vera Cruz. 
From these waters you can see the gigantic peaks of 
the volcanoes Popocatapetl and Orizaba." 

"Do you think that is one of them?" asked Mr. 
Kent, looking at the mountain, whose very top yet 
showed white and pink in the last rays of the sun. 

" That mountain is Popocatapetl, unless I am much 
mistaken," said Hammond. " But there is no island 
on the map east or southeast of it. An island the size 
of this should show on a good map of Mexico, and 
there are two modem and excellent ones in our 
library." 

" It is too deep a problem for me," said Mr. Kent. 
" It's getting dark. Let's be getting back to camp." 

They reached the bungalow in time to partake of 
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a light repast, including some excellent berries which 
Mr. Haven had found on the edge of the south jungle. 
It was a cool and pleasant evening, and after work 
was done, chairs were placed on the veranda, cigars 
lit, and a general discussion followed. It was that part 
of the day when 

The night-eyed insect tribes 

Waked to their portion of the cycling hours. 

Tree and thicket were sparkling with myriads of 
fireflies. Bats and vampires circled on dark pinions, 
and various night birds and animals sounded their 
notes in the depths of the tropical forest. The muf- 
fled boom of the surf came in from the ocean. 

When the cigars were lit, Mr. Carmody renewed the 
discussion which started on the evening preceding the 
hurricane. Space does not permit more than a brief 
synopsis of these debates. Mr. Carmody kept a rec- 
ord of the talks held in the bungalow, and has prom- 
ised to make them public in the near future. He has 
kindly permitted the author to use two of these inter- 
esting discussions, one of which forms the subject for 
a later chapter. This Friday evening they discussed 
the question of competition. Mr. Kent declared that 
the trusts had suppressed competition, and should be 
abolished by law. Sidney Hammond contended that 
the law could not reach the trusts without abrogating 
the right of contract and the liberty of the individual. 
He said it was not possible to enforce a law forbid- 
ding a man to buy or sell property without revolution- 
izing all property laws. If a man could buy one fac- 
tory, he could buy a hundred or a thousand. 

'*You cannot place a legal limit on a man's right 
to buy or sell," said Sidney. "If it is proper to con- 
solidate two railroads it is proper to consolidate all of 
them. Any legislation to the contrary is as radical as 
confiscation." 

Mr. Carmody called attention to the singular fact 
that while war is a curse— destroying Uves, morals 
and property — ^yet business is never so good as when 
nations are at war. 

" That is because we manufacture to sell and not to 
use," said Sidney. " War checks overproduction. If 
we overproduce now, what will we do with the ma- 
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chinery of the future? Much of our e^tisting ma- 
chinery? is crude. Three- fourths of it should 1^ dis- 
carded. The time is dawning when labor will be an* 
insignificant factor in production. The imhappy day^ 
is coming, when there will be no work. What will 
people do for a living when the machines do all the 
work. We are approaching that condition* The aver- 
age man of today is twenty times as productive as VmB 
the man of seventy years ago. Just think of that! 
Consider what it means! Your modern workman 
weighs 3,200 pounds and has the stomach of a man 
weighing 160 pounds. He can produce in two weeks, 
as much as the man in Washington's time could in a 
year. Is he that much better off? He is some bet- 
ter off without a doubt ; no well-posted man will dcliy 
that. He has lost his independence, it is true, but ide^' 
liberty and prosperity are not correlative conditions. 
What will our workman do when his woririi^ weight* 
and strength is ten thousand pounds, ahd hir stomach 
the same size as now?" 

Sidney held that competition between individuals nW 
longer was possible for the reason that there were? no 
individuals, in an economic sense. Corporatiohs hwl 
displaced individuals. Therefore, the only competi- 
tion yet possible is between corporations. Since the 
tendency of all private corporations is to unite in the 
form of trusts, there remains one possiMe competitor 
— the government. The government had— in the con- 
stitution — a franchise permitting it to do anything, tb 
" provide for the general welfare of the people;" Its 
right* to build railroads was specifically granted in 
Article 1, section 8^ paragraph 7, in which the govern* 
ment' is given the power to establish postofHced aiid* 
pofet roads. A railroad>is a post road. The goven*r 
ment, he held, was already in the manufacturing bu&i^ 
nees, and there was nothing to prevent its enterfngitito 
competition with any trust or monopoly, 

Mr. Rockwell said there now was too much corrtip* 
tlon in public offices, and that it would be far worse 
if the government enlarged its scope, and beoune a» 
manufacturer. Sidney replied that the present cot^ 
ruption was caused by the authorized agents of trust^^ 
difehonest corporations and capitalists. It was thelegi- 
islative, and not the mechanical and operative bfa^nebefr* 
of the government which were corrupted. There wfcre 
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few scandals in the PostofHce Department, Weather 
Bureau or Lighthouse Board. The passage and en- 
forcement of a law making bribery of a public of- 
ficial a crime punishable by death or life imprisonment 
for all implicated, would tend to lessen the abuse. No 
honest man could oppose such a law. 

At an early hour all retired in anticipation of a hard 
day's work on the morrow. 



CHAPTER XXL 

LIFE IN THE BUNGALOW. 

John M. Rockwell never displayed greater skin 
in the choice of lieutenants than in the selection of 
L. Sylvester Vincent as General Superintendent of 
Social Island. Mr. Vincent proved to be a most capa- 
ble manager. He formulated a set of rules and en- 
forced them with the tact of the bom executive. 
There is a democracy about a kitchen which frowns on 
wealth and position. While Mr. Morton, Mr. Car- 
mody, Mr. Rockwell or other millionaire members of 
Social Island Colony were cleaning pots and kettles, or 
watching that the toast did not burn, Mr. Vincent 
would engage them with an eloquent explanation of 
some new scheme which had originated in his fertile 
brain. Since the discovery of the golden idols in which 
Mr. Vincent had an interest worth at least $175,000, 
that gentleman advanced himself several points in the 
social and financial plane ; but he was too shrewd to be 
presumptuous. He became more and more popular 
with his associates, who discovered that some of his 
plans possessed merit, though others were beyond the 
pale of practicability. 

On Saturday night, two days after the hurricane, 
the weather turned very warm. From ten o'clock 
in the morning until five in the afternoon, the sun beat 
upon the island with tropical heat. It was fairly cool 
in the shade of the trees, but unbearable in the open. 
There being slight reason to anticipate any favorable 
change, it was agreed to arrange such a division of 
the hours as should best conduce to comfort and to 
expediting work on the boat. 

At the suggestion of Mr. Rockwell, it was decided 
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that all should arise in the morning in time to have 
breakfast as soon as it was daylight. At half-past two 
they were out of bed, and by four o'clock were hard at 
work. It was cool in these early hours, and all worked 
with a vigor which gave them a ravenous appetite for 
the substantial meal served at ten o'clock. The sim 
was then high in the heavens, and it was no longer 
safe to work. During the hours from eleven until 
five, the castaways enjoyed the delights of a siesta. 
The bungalow was well shaded with pahns. With the 
electric fans in motion, these afternoon naps were 
most refreshing. 

Mr. Morton, Mr. Kent and Mr. Hammond found 
the hammocks on the veranda more to their liking. 
The somnolent hum of the forest ; the languorous fra- 
grance of tropical flowers; the distant boom of the 
surf, as it broke against the rocks beyond the bay, all 
wooed sleep. At five o'clock in the evening the darts 
of the sun became entangled in the foliage of the 
western hills, and the shadows of palm and magnolia 
slanted across the open space, which served as a work- 
yard. All were aroused, and after partaking of fruit 
or a light luncheon, returned to their labors. Three 
hours were thus stolen from the angry sun in the cool 
of the evening, and a total of at least eight hours de- 
voted to work during the day. At eight o'clock in 
the evening dinner was ready, and at half-past ten the 
toilers retired, for the night. Eight hours for work, 
eight for sleep, and eight for recreation was the diur- 
nal routine at Social Island bungalow. 

The supply of bread left by Hestor was exhausted 
in three or four days. There was an abundance of 
flour, and for a time " baking powder biscuits " enjoyed 
much popularity, but it was not lasting. 

" I would like a slice of good old-fashioned home- 
made bread," said Mr. Rockwell one afternoon, and he 
voiced the common desire. 

" I know how to make bread," said Mr. Pence. " I 
learned when I was a young man, and I could make it 
yet if we only had some yeast. I used to make mighty 
fine bread. It cost less than half what the bakers 
charged for it." 

"There is a package of yeast stuff in the store- 
room," said Mr. Vincent. " It is the kind of yeast — 
so the box says — that will keep for years." He 
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brought in the package, and Mr. Eence examined it 
critically. 

" I don't know about this stuflf," he said. ** It is 
probatdy some new-fangled thing, and I am always 
afraid of these new rinktums. I made my own yea3t 
out of hops." 

" Go ahead and try it, Simon," said Mr. Kent. " It 
may be all right. Are there full directions on it ? " 

Mr. Pence found explicit instructions on the padc- 
age, which was labeled " Yeast Foam," He said be 
was afraid he would spoil a lot of flour, hut finally 
consented to make the attempt. All adjois^ned to the 
kitchen to watch the new baker. Mr. Pence put on 
a long white apron. Mr. Kent made a white pafiier ci^ 
and placed it on the head of the financier. Mr. Pence 
poured out a quantity of flotw, added small portions of 
salt and sugar, and mixed the combination thorot^ghly. 
In the meantime, the cake of " yeast foam " had been 
dissolved in warm water. Mr. Pence scooped a hole 
in the center of the flour and poured in a quantity of 
warm water. To this he added the dissolved yeast. 
He manipulated the flour so as to form a pasty mix- 
ture, which reposed in the center of an aniphitheater 
of flour. Then he washed his hands of the yeafit 
and flour, and took off cap and s^ron. 

" That is the ' sponge,' " said Simon Pence, while 
the others listened with great admiration. " If that 
stuff is any good, it will ferment and rise in a few 
hours. If it does, we will have some bread. If not, 
I have wasted thir^ cents' worth of flour. Let ns 
hope for the best." 

Mr. Pence watched the " sponge " as does a mother 
a sick babe. From time to time, Mr. Vincent carried 
news bulletins to the ship builders, who were hard at 
work in the rear of the bungalow, felling tnees for the 
raft or boathouse. 

"It has started to come up!" he announced, as a 
seventy-foot tree came crashing down after the well- 
directed Mows of Palmer J. Morton. 

" Good! " said Mr. Kent, as he lopped off a liiob. 
^Tell Simon to keep his nerve and not get excited. 
We are all pulling for him to win." 

Half an hour later Vincent announced that the 
" sponge " had risen f uMy half an inch. 

" L(x>ks like a good thing, does it? " said Mr, Kent. 
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" See here, Haven ; I'll go in and buy a thousand shares 
of this bread stock for a further rise. It looks like a 
strong bull market." 

" I will bet you a thousand dollars it don*t rtee 
three inches more," said Mr. Haven. 

" That's a bet," said Mr. Kent, promptfy. " Let's 
go in and measure it." 

They did so with a foot rule, and it was agreed that 
Mr. Pence should be the referee. Mr. Haven seemed 
much pleased with his bet, and winked at the financier 
baker. 

" No funny business about this ! You pliay flaif , 
Simon, and give that * sponge ' — or whatever you call 
it — 2l fair show," said Mr. Kent. 

" I won't touch it," said Mr. Pence. " It will' take 
it three hours yet to get through rising." 

" Give it all the time it needs, and let me have a 
square deal," said Mr. Kent. 

Mr. Haven proposed another thousand doUkr bet, 
but Mr. Kent was suspicious, and went back to work. 

An hour or so later Vincent announced that the 
" sponge " was up an inch and a half, and that it 
looked " sort of bubbly." The party adjourned to 
the kitchen, and solemnly inspected it. Mr. Haven 
was still anxious to make another bet, but Mr. Kent 
would have none of it, 

" You have some inside information on this * sponge * 
business," he said. " I will compromise right nbw for 
five hundred, and take my loss." 

"Nine hundred is the best I will do," said- Mr. 
Haven. " Simon told me on the start that two inches 
wJts a big rise for a bread * sponge.' " 

"You seem to be better posted on bread than on 
Sugar," observed Mr. Kent> savagely. " I will stand 
pat. Perhaps this new kind of yeast will fool you and 
Pmce." 

But it did not. The " sponge " swelled another inch 
and quit. It was at least an inch below Mr. Kent's 
estimate, and that gentleman sorrowfully admitted his 
defeat. Mr. Pence again donned his apron and caj^; 
rolled up his sleeves, and began to knead the bread. 
He displayed much deftness in this operation. Starting 
fiom the inside of the pile of flour, he worked the 
white flakes into the " sponge," which grew in size 
and whiteness. For half an hour he toiled at this 
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work. Then he put the plump mass back in the bread 
pan. Four hours later he kneaded it again, and it was 
now a huge light ball, and Mr. Pence was much elated. 
Two hours later he cut it into smalled pieces, kneaded 
it slightly, and put it in the small bread pans and after 
it had again " raised," he placed the pans in the oven. 
After an hour's baking, Vincent and Mr. Pence took 
from the oven eight loaves of bread of which any 
housewife might well have been proud. The tops were 
a perfect yellow-brown, and the texture was of that 
firm but light nature which marks the apex of the 
baker's art. 

In the search for suitable timber, Sidney Hammond 
had chopped down a tree containing a store of honey, 
and had made the further discovery that tropical bees 
are stingless. Fresh bread and honey were a nota- 
ble addition to the menu of Social Island, and Mr. 
Pence was awarded no end of praise. So thoroughly 
was he reinstated in the good opinion of the colony 
that it was agreed that all should make a trip to the 
ruined city, and help bring into camp the gold idols 
which had been discovered by Vincent and Mr. Pence. 
In fact, they made two trips, and reduced the supply to 
such an extent that the owners of the gold were able 
to recover the remaining idols at their leisure. At 
Mr. Pence's request, these images were placed in his 
room, and he watched them with a vigilance as if this 
tropical wilderness were infested with professional 
burglars. 

In accordance with Sidney Hammond's suggestion, a 
watch was maintained on top of the big rock overlook- 
ing the ocean, where the flagstaff had been erected. 
Mr. Carmody was assigned to this duty on Saturday. 
He rowed across the lake in the early morning, taking 
with him a rifle, a book, and luncheon. 

It was a lonely but not unattractive vigil, which the 
famous manufacturer and magnate held for ten hours. 
Beneath the shade of a magnolia tree, he found a spot 
where he could survey the water horizon. For a time 
the bopk held his attention. A pleasant breeze came 
in from the sea. His thoughts wandered away from 
the beautiful tropical prison, and again he was in New 
York. Helen stood in the doorway to meet him. 
There was a glad smile on her lips as she rushed for- 
ward and threw her arms around his neck and wept 
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for joy. His old friends came in to see him, and 
warmly congratulated him on his safe return. Seated 
in the spacious drawing-room of the Carmody man- 
sion he told them the wonderful story bf the adven- 
tures which had befallen him since leaving New York. 
In his dream, he seemed to have forgotten the fact that 
he and his companions were lured away. On the con- 
trary, they had made this cruise for pleasure, and had 
been so fortunate as to find a beautiful island in a 
tropical sea, where for a time they rested from the 
work and worry of the metropolis. Then the scene 
changed, and he was in his Broadway office, leaning 
back in his chair with his hand resting on his desk. 
The door opened and his private secretary entered; 
something damp fell and struck him on the hand. 

He woke with a start. A little green lizard was 
crawling up his hand, with half of its body yet on the 
opened book, which rested by the edge of the rock. 
The beady red eyes of the lizard twinkled good- 
naturedly, but Mr. Carmody tumbled the explorer to 
the ground and rose to his feet. He looked at his 
watch. He had been asleep two hours. His eyes 
roved over the ocean. 

A sail showed on the southeastern sea-rim ! It was 
low down in the waters, but the air was wonderfully 
clear, and he could see that it was a large three- 
masted vessel. More than that, it was coming in his 
direction. Mr. Carmody watched the craft intently 
and ate his luncheon. The ship was now preceptibly 
nearer. With the glass he saw that it was a brigatine ; 
square rigged on the fore mast and schooner rigged on 
the main and mizzen masts. Then the craft took a long 
tack out to sea and nearly disappeared, but it turned 
again and rapidly headed in a northwesterly direction. 
Mile by mile it approached, until with the glass Tie saw 
the sailors on her decks. 

" They must see the white flag on this cliff ! " he said 
to himself. They were not three miles away. Mr. 
Carmody stood on the highest point and waved his 
handkerchief. Nearer and nearer came the ship. He 
fired the ri.le again and again. Could they see him? 
Would they understand? He plainly saw the life- 
boats and the chart house of the oncoming vessel. Her 
masts rocked gracefully in the swell of the ocean." He 
saw the jibs flutter in the fresh breeze. The bow 
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swung to starboard ; the long hull of the ship stood for 
a moment broadside to the shore; the huge sails 
flopped in the wind as she " came about ; " they flat- 
tened as the ship obeyed the rudder; the masts ca- 
reened and steadied; the foam showed white at her 
bows, and the ship stood away to the northeast on a 
starboard tack. Mr. Carmody saw the wheelman with- 
out the aid of a glass, and could see the faces of the 
sailors as the ship stood broadside the moment before 
she again went out to sea. 

** They are scoundrels to pay no heed to a flag of 
distress ! " he said aloud, as the ship swiftly recced, 
and at last became a mere speck in the northeastern 
horizon. It was a sad awakening from a happy dream. 
Alas ! how often we sail proudly hy the fluttering rags 
of distress! Life's marooned are on islands in every 
metropolis. The battered hulks of humanity go down 
in sight and hearing of prosperous voyagers. Storm- 
tossed sailors, unable to breast life's tempestuous seas, 
perish on society's coasts, and no life-boat puts out 
from shore. The wrecker burns his false lights along 
the 'rocks. 

The indignation of Mr. Carmody was shaped by his 
companions, but they regarded it as a hopeful sign that 
twoiships already had been seen from the rocks. This 
proved be)rond doubt that these waters were frequeiited 
by traffic, and there was a chance that some generous 
skipper might recognize their flag of distress. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

THE BUILDING OF THE JUMPING JUPITER. 

"Did Robinson Crusoe ever have the toothache?" 
Mr. Kent asked this question as all were seated at the 
boeakfaist table the following Monday morning. He 
rubbed his left cheek tenderly, and looked glum and 
downcast. 

" I do not remember of reading of any such calam- 
ity in the history of DeFoe's hero," said Mr. Carmody. 
"Why do you ask?" 

" Because Fve got the toothache," said Mr. Kent, 
testily. "Those castaway fellows in romance en- 
countered all sorts of perils, mishaps and hardships 
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except the common everyday ills of humanity. Old 
Robinson Crusoe, Robert Penford in * Foul Play/ the 
Swiss Family Robinson outfit, and the rest of them, 
had all sorts of trouble except a cold in the head and 
toothache. Of course, I suppose such things are not 
exciting enough to put in a story, but let me tell you 
that for pure human interest there is nothing in the 
world so thrilling as a plain, old-fashioned toothache — 
at least to the man who owns the tooth. I am that 
man. I had an appointment with a dentist for the 
afternoon following the day we started on this ex- 
cursion. The tooth has been grumbling for a long 
time, and now it is jumping. What am I going to do 
with it?" 

Sidney explored the medicine chest and found some 
toothache powders, but they had no effect on the tooth. 
As the day progressed, it grew more painful, and Mr. 
Kent's face began to swell. Sidney again examined 
the medicine chest in hope that he might find a pair of 
forceps. But there was none. In the tool-chest he dis- 
covered a pair ofc nippers. With a file he reduced the 
outer edges so that they were better fitted for dental 
purposes. Mr. Kent watched him gloomily. 

" Do you think you can pull it with that thing ? " he 
asked. 

" I can pull It if you can stand it," replied Sidney. 

" I can stand it, all right," said Mr. Kent. " I can 
stand anything better than toothache." 

Sidney found a small vial of cocaine. Late in the 
afternoon the operation was performed in the presence 
of all the members of Social Island Colony. Mr. Kent 
braced himself in an arm chair. Sidney applied the 
cocaine, raised the gums with a sharp penknife, took 
a firm grip with the nippers, and the next moment the 
tooth was out. Mr. Kent looked up in amazement. 

" Did you get it ? " he asked. 

*' Certainly I did," replied Sidney. " One dollar, 
please." 

" Did it hurt? " asked Mr. Pence. . 

" Not a bit," said Mr. Kent. " Not a bit. Ham- 
mond, you are the best dentist I ever saw. Pull a 
tooth for Mr. Pence. Pull one of his wisdom teeth, 
and let the rest of us have a show. Sit down, Simon, 
and let him try it." 

But Simon Pence declined. In a few hours, Mr, 
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Kent had recovered from the effects of the operation 
and resumed his wonted serenity. 

Work on the boat proceeded with great rapidity. 
Under the supervision of Mr. Carmody the foundation 
timbers of the raft were felled and rolled to the flat 
rock which served as a pier. His theory was to con- 
struct a raft with a sustaining power of five thousand 
pounds. The buoyancy of the timber was carefully 
tested, and an allowance made for the loss by ab- 
sorption of water. These experiments showed that 
the timber did not possess the proper specific gravity 
to sustain the weight of a cabin, masts and the eight 
voyagers. This necessitated a change of plan, and the 
construction of air-tight compartments. They, there- 
fore, built a framework of logs forty feet in length 
and fourteen feet in width, and so mortised and pinned 
it together that it could withstand any ordinary strain. 
Every five feet it was braced with cross timbers. This 
framework was constructed on logs which served as 
' rollers. They floored it over with the seasoned timber 
which had been found back of the storehouse. The 
cracks were caulked with fibre from the cocoa palm 
and smeared with pitch, which was found in abundance 
in resinous trees. Upon this foundation they erected 
the framework for a hull five feet in depth, and then 
rolled the structure into the lake. 

L. Sylvester Vincent solicited the honor of naming 
the boat. He argued that he was the youngest member 
of the party and the most innocent. His request was 
granted, and he took his position at the forward end 
of the craft. In one hand he held a quart bottle of 
mineral water, while with the other he clung to one 
of the uprights. At a signal from Mr. Carmody, the 
blocks beneath the rollers were knocked out and the 
scow started down the incline. There was a four- 
foot drop from the rock to the water. With increasing 
momentum, the structure rolled down the slanting sur- 
face. When the center passed the edge of the rock, 
the forward end dived. At that instant the alert Vin- 
cent smashed the bottle against the upright. 

" I name thee — ^Jumping Jupiter ! " 

The bow went fifteen feet under water and L. Syl- 
vester Vincent went with it. In the yeast of wave and 
foam, Mr. Vincent arose to the surface, near the center 
of the raft. He was badly disorganized, and for a mo- 
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ment spluttered and gasped for breath. But he was 
soon on his feet and was game to the core. This 
raft was a hundred yards from shore. 

" Talk about your toboggan slides ! " shouted Vin- 
cent, as he raised the broken bottle in the air. " That 
beats Coney Island. I name thee ' Helen Carmody ! ' " 

" Hold on there! " yelled Mr. Kent. " You named 
that boat * The Jumping Jupiter ' before you went be- 
low. Stick to your first name, or you will queer the 
ship. * The Jumping Jupiter ' is a good name." 

Mr. Carmody laughed uproariously. 

" You gentlemen planned to pay my daughter a 
compliment, and I thank you for it," he said. " It is 
just as well. There is a yacht named after Helen. So 
we will stick to the name which Mr. Vincent first se- 
lected. It is an euphonious title, and I hope it will 
bring us good luck. Let's go out and help Vincent 
tow * The Jumping Jupiter ' back to the dock." 

Day by day " The Jumping Jupiter " grew in size, if 
not in beauty. Her hull was divided into eight com- 
partments, and these were sheathed and made as air- 
tight as possible. On top of them they built a twenty- 
four foot cabin with a store-room and some rude 
bunks. From opposite ends of the cabin arose two 
short masts. At night they worked on the sails, and 
finally produced two triangular ones, sewed together 
from the window awnings which had been found in 
the bungalow. These were rigged lateen wise, with 
a long yard fashioned from a bamboo pole. It was 
decided to abandon the lookout on the rock, and to 
concentrate the entire working force on the boat. A 
long oar was pivoted at the rear to serve as 4 rudder, 
and an extra one was made for use in case of accident. 
On the bow they constructed a clumsy but strong wind- 
lass, as a capstan to lift the anchor. A five hundred 
pound rock of irregular, jagged formation, was pro- 
vided as an anchor. Mr. Kent suggested the use of 
the gold images for this purpose, but was greeted 
with so firm a refusal from Simon Pence that he was 
overruled. 

On Tuesday, General Superintendent Vincent an- 
nounced that they had overlooked the fact that Mon- 
day was recognized in all civilized countries as " wash 
day." He found, upon investigation, that the table and 
chamber linen needed cleaning. He was reluctant to 
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assign any one to this duty, but offered his services, if 
he could have an assistant. Mr. Rockwell promptly 
volunteered. They found a " big wash ahead of 
them, but tackled it with cheer and energy. There 
were no tubs in the bungalow, but there were plenty 
of large casks, which when deaned, served as well 
Sidney Hammond succeeded in making two fairly ef- 
fective washboards with a rabbet plane and a piece of 
hardwood plank. With plenty of soap and hot water 
the multi-millionaire and the Chicago promoter were 
soon hard at work. 

There was an abundance of rope, and they stretched 
their clothes lines back of the bungalow. When ready 
with the first basket of washed Hnen, they found the 
lines occupied by parrots and other gaudily-plumaged . 
birds, who were disputing possession with a troop of 
jabbering monkeys. These were driven away, but 
they returned as soon as the laundrymen were out of 
sight 

A gray-bearded monkey grabbed a napkin and made 
for the tallest tree. Vincent arrived just in time to 
save a. table-cloth from being torn to pieces by these 
bander-logs. It was then decided to hang out no 
clothes until all of the washing was done, and then to 
stand g^ard until it was dried. They accomplished 
their task before eight o'clock in the morning. Per- 
haps a scrupulous housewife might have found fla^w^s 
in their work, but it was " good enough for a man," as 
Vincent expressed it. 

Those who have followed these chronicles of the 
abducted millionaires, may have noted an absence of 
complaint or remonstrance at their fat«. It is a matter 
of record that from the time Mr. Morton failed to 
swerve Walter B. Hestor and Captain Waters from 
their purpose, the subject of the kidnapping or the in- 
cidents connected with it, never were madfe the sub- 
jects of discussion. To a man, they accepted the situa- 
tion which had been thrust upon them, with that im- 
perturbable composure which, dfcfies the caprices of 
fate of circumstance. Every one of the six multi- 
miHionaires had interests at stake hardly to be meas- 
ured in money, but they preserved an unruffled mien, 
and deported themselves as if abduction were one of 
the common events of life, provided for in the table of 
chances and averages. They talked about New York 
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as if it were a city within easy reach of "Morton 
Bay " and the Hestor bungalow, and acted as if on a 
pleasure trip rather than the marooned victims of a 
plot. 

This air of indifference was not assumed. It was 
second nature to these men. For more than a genera- 
tion they had been on the firing line of humanity's 
most merciless battlefield. They had lived in an at- 
mosphere of tumult. They had waged warfare on the 
edge of a volcano ever threatening an eruption. They 
had trained themselves to meet crises with placidity, 
and to float on the resistless tides of fortune with 
an even keel ; ever alert to take advantage of the first 
change of wind or weather. Adversity was but an 
incident to be calmly studied and solved. Of such are 
the post-graduates of Wall Street. - 

An incident occurred on Thursday, the eighteenth 
of May, which disturbed the even course of events on 
Social Island. 

In the bluish-gray of dawn, six of the colony re- 
newed work on " The Jumping Jupiter." Lig^t, misty 
clouds obscured the eastern sky and a vapor hung over 
the lake. As the sun mounted the heavens, this fog 
slowly lifted. 

Mr. Rockwell was working on the bow of the boat, 
laying the flooring which served as a deck. He paused 
a moment to rest, and looked out toward the black 
gateway to the bay. Something invited his gaze. He 
shaded his eyes with his hand. 

" What is that ? " he exclaimed, pointing in the direc- 
tion of the rock, where Mr. Pence had so narrow an 
escape. All eyes were turned to the point indicated 
by Mr. Rockwell. In the freshening morning breeze, 
a triangular white flag fluttered from the ledge of 
rocks. 

"What does that mean?" said Sidney. "No one 
here has placed a flag on that rock." 

Mr. Pence and Mr. Haven were at work in the 
bungalow. They were sent for, but had no knowledge 
of the flag. No member of the party had been across 
the bay since Monday. Certain it was that the flag 
had not been there the preceding day. It was a large 
white flag and could not have escaped notice. 

" Let's investigate this," said Sidney. " It is well to 
be cautious." 
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He went to the bungalow and brought back four 
rifles. Mr. Kent, Mr. Morton, and Mr. Vincent were 
selected to accompany him and they were soon on the 
raft and down the bay. They circled around the rock 
from a distance, but saw no sign of human beings. 
There seemed to be a pile of boxes and packages on 
the apex of the rocks. 

" We will go in," said Sidney. " Mr. Kent and 
I will keep a lookout." 

Mr. Morton and Vincent pushed the raft forward 
and they swung in back of the rock. It was low tide. 
The first thing that attracted their attention was a 
fifteen-foot yawl or dingy, well up on the shore, with 
its painted wrapped around a tree. This boat was 
brand new; not a scratch showing on its varnished 
sides. The handles of its four oars showed no traces 
of having been used. It was such a boat as four men 
could safely use in ordinary weather, and specially 
fitted for service on such a reach of water as " Mor- 
ton's Bay." A hurried examination revealed no name 
and gave no clue to the manufacturer. It was a model 
from which thousands have been made. 

On the brow of a rock was a pile of boxes and 
cases. The flag floated from a staff, which was 
propped up by a large stone. Just below the flag was 
a tab or card, such as express companies use, tied 
firmly to the flagstaff.. Mr. Morton read the inscrip- 
tion. It was as follows : 

On board the Shark, May 18th. 
To Messrs. Palmer J. Morton, Andrus Carmody, John 
M. Rockwell, Simon Pence, R. J. Kent, Hiram Haven, Sid- 
nejr Hammond and L. Sylvester Vincent, guests of Hes- 
toria Island and Bungalow, with the compliments of 

WALTER B. HESTOR. 

Two of the boxes were heavy, and water was drip- 
ping from them. An examination showed that they 
were packed with ice. There were fifteen boxes. The 
yawl was pushed into the water and loaded with as 
much of the freight as could safely be carried. The 
remaining boxes were placed on the raft. The beach 
being clear — the tide was at its ebb — Mr. Haven and 
Mr. Morton walked along the cliffs and back to camp. 
Sidney rowed the yawl and Vincent took charge of the 
raft. Aided by a favoring breeze, he made good time. 
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The boxes were deposited on the deck of " The Jump- 
ing Jupiter " and opened. There was lively curiosity 
concerning their contents. The first box yielded sev- 
eral hundred pounds of, choice cuts of steak and roasts 
of beef. The second one contained an assortment of 
legs of Iamb and other fresh meats. These were at 
once taken to the store-house. The meat was in ex- 
cellent condition and would keep fresh for many days. 

There were crates filled with fresh v^etables, let- 
tuce, strawberries, radishes, and all the garden lux- 
uries of that season of the year. It was a tempting 
array, and L. Sylvester Vincent was in his glory. 
Then there were cases of champagne, a box filled wifii 
pickles, table sauces, oils, etc. There was a supply 
of fresh meat and vegetables sufficient to last a week 
or ten days, even if the castaways used nothing from 
the boundless resources of the island. 

" A sirloin steak will taste good again," said Mr. 
Kent, as he hammered the top from the last box. He 
displayed to view a top layer composed of the latest 
magazines. Then he found a number of new books 
and a varied assortment of May publications. In the 
bottom of the box were copies of newspapers. There 
was a rush for these papers. 

There were copies of the New York papers dated 
from May 2d to May 12th, also copies of New Or- 
leans papers as late as May 14th. In addition to these 
were copies of Chicago and Philadelphia papers from 
the time of their departure from New York up to 
dates comparatively recent. 

" Gentlemen," said Mr. Rockwell, after ten minutes 
had elapsed, "we have read enough to indicate that 
none of our families has suffered from death or 
serious illness up to the time these papers were printed. 
We can postpone a study of less important matters 
until our morning's work is done. Let us proceed to 
our task and do our reading later." 

This suggestion was agreed to, and Vincent carried 
the precious box to the bungalow. The news from the 
great outside world from which they were separated 
acted as a stimulus to their energies. It was nearly 
eleven o'clock before Mr. Carmody gave the signal to 
cease, and they returned to the big dining-room, where 
a tempting dinner awaited them. 

There is one American habit which has a circle 
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of slaves and devotees as loyal as those who worship 
at the shrines of Bacchus, Nicotine and Poppy. Noth- 
ing can reconcile the habitual newspaper reader to the 
absence of his divinity. He is the willing incense 
bearer before the shrine of Ink. He must have his 
daily paper or something is taken out of his life. If 
he be a leading actor in the great drama of life; if 
his name be conspicuous in types and headlines ;*if the 
editorial writers belabor his deeds with cudgels or 
embalm them in honeyed words of praise — ^then does 
his love of printed pages become a consuming passion. 
The great man who informs the public that he is care- 
less of what the press says of him, and assures his ad- 
mirers that he cares little for newspaper commenda- 
tion or criticism ; that he seldom opens a newspaper- — 
well, he tells an untruth. 

There was no afternoon siesta that day. In the 
bright sunlight, the veranda was alive with flaming 
headlines and rustling newspapers. For two hours 
scarcely a word was spoken. Each man read in 
silence; intent on those items of news in which he had 
a personal interest. Again they lived over the events 
of the eighteen days which had passed— this time not 
on the decks of a yacht, or in a tropical wilderness, 
but in New York. The type, by some mfental alchemy, 
evolved kinetoscopic pictures which passed before their 
eyes. They were in their homes and heard the fond 
voices of relations and friends. They mingled in the 
throngs of Wall Street and Park Row, and saw the 
white-faced mobs palsied with excitement: They 
looked down from the galleries and watched the mad- 
dened crowd of brokers swept to and fro on the bil* 
lows of panic. They saw their favorite stocks go to 
swift ruin in the stampede of affrighted holders. The 
events of that awful Tuesday passed in swift proces- 
sion before them — ^the bogus Philadelphia dispatch, 
the vague theories of friends and detectives, the wild^ 
conjectures of sensational reporters — ^these and' a 
thousand other facts and fancies seemed a dteam; 
and not the consecutive record of events in v^ich they^ 
were the heroic figures. 

It was as a man reading his own obituary, or facing 
with ghostly eyes the scenes of a former lifief; meeting 
face to face loved ones and friends, incapable, of* mak- 
ing a sign or sounding the signal that they yet lived 
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and loved. They were as men, offered in a trance, 
with the great pulsating world passing in review be- 
fore their silent forms. And here they were on some 
tmktiown island, in some unknown sea, with the live 
world all around them. Perhaps but a few miles away, 
some clammy cable, buried in the ooze of ocean, was 
throbbing with questions they alone could answer. 

L. Sylvester Vincent broke the spell. He had 
searched paper after paper and finally came upon a 
modest item in The New York Record annpuncing his 
disappearance. . 

" I don't seem to cut much ice in this mystery," he 
said, in an aggrieved tone. 

There was a roar of laughter, in which Vincent 
joined. 

" Never mind, Vincent," said Mr. Kent, " you are 
the only one in the party who will quit winner on this 
deal. If you save those beastly idols, you will be fairly 
rich, and your picture will be in all the papers. You 
will yet be famous. Did you see this, Mr. Rockwell? " 

Mr. Kent read the following from The Record of 
May 4th: 

It is a matter of sincere regret that Mr. Walter B. Hes- 
ter, the famous special correspondent of The New York 
Record, left this city on a cruise through the Mediterranean 
shortly before this outrage occurred. All westbound 
steamers have been requested to communicate the facts to 
Mr. Hestor, in order that his services may be secured at 
the earliest possible moment. No journalist living is b^er 
qualified to unravel a mystery of this character, and The 
Record hopes to be able to announce the co-operatioti of 
Mr. Hestor in a few days. 

" I should say he was well qualified," remarked Mr. 
Kent. " I must give Hestor credit for rare talent in 
the selection of steaks and wines. The poor fellow is 
ar. crazy as a bug on most matters, but his mind is per- 
fectly clear on Scotch whiskey and cigars. By the way, 
Pence, did you read those articles about your will? 
One of the papers says you leave $25,000,000 to endow 
an old ladies' home, and another says your entire for- 
tune will be devoted to a socialist university. The 
Philaddphia papers claim that your money is left to 
indigent actors and race horse people. Is there ai^ 
truth in it?" 

Smon Pence looked up over his st«el-rimiiied iqiec- 
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tacles and he smiled at his questioner in a good-natured 
way. 

" You are too old a man, Kent, to believe every- 
thing you see in newspapers," Mr. Pence said, and re- 
turned to his reading. 

" I have a suggestion to make," said Sidney Ham- 
mond, later in the afternoon. "If Hestor remains 
around these waters — ^as he is likely to do — ^there is 
no telling what he may attempt. It evidently is his 
intention that we remain where we are for an indefinite 
period. It is impossible to forecast what vagary his 
fancy may take. I doubt if he came near the bungalow 
last night. He saw the lights burning and knew that 
we were here. If it is his idea to keep us on the island 
and supply us with luxuries, he will object to the con- 
struction of such a boat as we now have under way. 
There is nothing to prevent his quietly coming in some 
night and towing * The Jumping Jupiter ' out to sea. 
This would be a calamity, and we must run no chances. 
This yawl he has given us, is not seaworthy for more 
than three men. If necessary, I am ready to make the 
trip to the mainland in the yawl, but our best plan is 
to remain together ai?d finish our boat. In the mean- 
time, we should guard it at night. I suggest that we 
detail two men to do night work on the boat. They can 
work with lanterns and guard our property at the same 
time." 

" We will do that," said Mr. Morton. " I will gladly 
take the night shift for a time. Who will go with me ? " 

All volunteered, and Mr. Morton selected Mr. Haven 
as his companion. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

When the day's work was done and the table 
cleared, the castaways were too fatigued to read or 
discuss theories or problems. At the suggestion of 
Mr. Carmody, Sidney Hammond seated himself at the 
piano. None knew that their companion possessed 
musical talent, and Mr. Carmody made the request in 
a jocose way. The instrument was a superb one. It 
had not been opened since the bungalow was occupied, 
and was considered only as an ornament. 

As Sidney swept his fingers over the keys, to test 
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the tone of the instrument, a look of pleased ^rprise 
came over the faces of those assembled in the club- 
room. Simon Pence emerged from the kitchen, dish 
towel in hand, and stood in the doorway, his face a 
picture of gratified amazement. 

" What shall I play for you? " asked Sidney. 

" Something lively," said Mr. Kent. " Give us 
something with a dash and a swing to it." 

The next moment the air was vibrating with the rip- 
pling melody and rhythm of a Strauss waltz, which 
Sidney executed with the technique of a master. This 
faded into one of the quieter compositions of Verdi, 
and then into the rollicking swing of a Sousa march. 
You seem to see long platoons of soldiers marching 
past with swinging, springy step; there was in the 
music the glitter of uniforms, the fantastic pomp of the 
drum major, the cheering crowds, the roll of drums, 
the blare of brass instruments, and the exquisite blend- 
ing of wood tones in the predominant melody of the 
composition. The march ended in a triumphant flour- 
ish of trumpets and the rippling thrill of the piccolo. 
Sidney turned to his audience, his handsome face 
aglow with pleasure and excitement. 

There were cheers of applause. Every one rushed 
forward to congratulate and thank the musician. 

" Why didn't you tell us you could play ? " demanded 
Mr. Carmody. " Why, that was superb ! I claim to 
be a judge of music, and I declare I never listened to 
a better performance." 

" It's a fine instrument," said Sidney. " That counts 
for much. I have a natural love for music, but am 
out of practice. I studied for three years under the 
best master in Europe. I like to play, but there are so 
many who do not care to listen to piano music that I 
preferred to take no chances." 

"You keep right on playing," said Mr. Morton. 
" That was splendid. I do not know when I have so 
enjoyed a piece of music. Give us something from 
Mendelssohn ; * The Spring Song,' for instance. 

Sidney complied with the request, and followed with 
selections from " Elijah." Then followed some of the 
soulful and tender melodies of Beethoven ; the livelier 
cadenzas of Mozart's " Magic Flute," and more stately 
measures of Handel's masterpiece, ** Saul." 

As Sidney played, his touch came back to him. With 
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the intuition of an artist, he realized that he had an 
appreciative audience, and, unlike many performers, 
demanded no tribute of pleading. He allowed his 
fancy to roam over the treasured archives of music. 
The ivory keys responded with gems from Weber, 
Schubert, Gluk, Beethoven, Myerbeer, Balfe, Spontini, 
Liszt, Bach, Dvorack, Rossini, Chopin, Rubinstem, 
Wagner and other great composers. They heard the 
twitter of birds, the rustling of leaves, the sighing of 
the wind, the fury of the storm, the dance of maidens, 
and the lover's sigh. To his magic touch the instru- 
ment sounded the gamut of human passions. Then 
Sidney sang an old German love song. His voice 
was a deep mellow baritone, and filled the room with 
its thrilling melody. As an encore he responded with 
a Scotch ballad, and concluded the evening's enter- 
tainment by playing and singing '* My Country, 'tis of 
Thee," in which all joined. 

It was an evening long to be remembered by the ma- 
rooned millionaires on Social Island. 

The boat was rapidly nearing completion. They 
tested their work by weighing the hull down with 
rocks, but no leaks were disclosed. Each of the eight 
compartments seemed to be water-tight, and provision 
was made that in case of a leak, the faulty one could 
be bailed out. 

It had been hoped to finish " The Jumping Jupiter " 
by Saturday night, but this was found impossible. A 
heavy rain set in Saturday evening, and continued all 
day Sunday. The day was spent in reading, and Mon- 
day morning found all much refreshed, and ready to 
complete the preparations for departure. There were 
occasional showers during the day, but it was cool. 
It was found possible to work without the usual after- 
noon respite. When six o'clock came, Mr. Carmody 
inspected "The Jumping Jupiter" and announced 
that the boat was finished. 

Candor compels the admission that "The Jun^ng 
Jupiter " was as ugly a craft as ever stood ready to 
put out to sea. In comparison, a canal boat was a 
model of grace, and a Hudson River raft would hesi- 
tate to recognize the prototype evolved by the builders 
on Social Island. The only paint was that used in 
outlining the name on the opposite sides of the cabin. 
" The Jumping Jupiter " is easily described. Imagine 
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a forty-foot scow supporting a twenty-four foot 
cabin, on top of which there were two short masts. 
These masts supported two lateen sails made of 
striped window awnings, and the sailmakers made no 
attempt to preserve any uniformity of design in con- 
necting the stripes. As Mr. Kent remarked, the sails 
looked " like two teams of convicts engaged in a foot- 
ball scrimmage." 

There were thwarts for three oars on each side of 
the 6oat. A long oar served as a rudder and a crude 
windlass supported the rock anchor. But what " The 
Jumping Jupiter " lacked in beauty she made up in 
staunchness and utility. There was no chance for her 
to flounder. 

" * The Jumping Jupiter ' is all right," said Mr. 
Kent, as they stood off and surveyed this marine won- 
der. " But I object to calling * The Jumping Jupiter ' 
a * she.' There is nothing effeminate about this boat. 
We will call it a * he.' He is not pretty, but he is as 
independent as a hog on ice. You know that the hog 
was so built that when he could not skate, he could lie 
down. He was perfectly satisfied either way. It is 
the same with * The Jumping Jupiter.' If he cannot 
stay on the ocean, he can go ashore. There is nothing 
to prevent a boat .like that from going ashore. It 
would be just as safe on shore as on the high seas. It 
is a wonderful boat. It is also a submarine boat, isn't 
it, Vincent?" 

" It started out that way," said Vincent, with a grin. 
" I hope he won't repeat that performance." 

During the evening they placed such furniture and 
bedding on board as was needed. For two days Vin- 
cent and Mr. Pence had been cooking in preparation 
for the voyage. They had provided huge joints of 
roast beef, and enough bread to last a week or more. 
They placed in the stofe-room of " The Jumping Jupi- 
ter" a store of canned meats and vegetables, huge 
bunches of bananas, pawpaws and other tropical lux- 
uries. Everything which would hold water was pressed 
into service. Several casks of fresh water were placed 
in the hold, as also were extra stores of food, in case 
a storm should wash the cabin overboard. In that 
event, it was proposed that all should seek shelter be- 
low, and trust to luck and a sandy beach. The tiew 
dinghy was lashed to the roof of the cabin. 
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There was one thought which disturbed the pros- 
pective voyagers, though none mentioned it. Where 
was Hestor and the " Shark," and would he interfere 
with their departure ? Had he observed their prepara- 
tions for escape? Was he opposed to it or did he 
countenance such a fnove? By no word or sign had 
he given the slightest hint as to his intentions. He had 
left the island without warning, and he had returned 
without notice and had left gifts. Thus far he had 
played the part of a friendly jailor. They could* not 
hope to make any effective fight against recapture, but 
every man swore to himself to resist such an outrage 
to the last extremity. That Monday night Sidney and 
Mr. Kent climbed the cliffs and scanned the sea. There 
was no ship or craft in sight, but for all they knew, 
the " Shark " might be anchored beyond the cliffs 
which jutted out from the opposite horns of the cres- 
cent which limited their range of vision north and 
south. 

At a conference it was decided to put out to sea 
about eleven o'clock the following forenoon, unless the 
wind and weather absolutely precluded such a risk. 
At this hour the tide was favorable, since it swung 
with a strong current to the north. They aimed to 
circle the island to the north and head straight for the 
mainland ; which, in their opinion, was not more than 
one hundred and fifty miles to the west or northwest. 

It was a happy group which gathered around the 
table for the last dinner on Social Island. The mem- 
bers would not have been recognized as the eight men, 
who, three weeks before, had crossed the gangplank 
of the " Shark " as she lay in New York harbor. Sun, 
wind and weather had worked wonders. As they sat 
at the table, they might have been taken for a group 
of sea captains. et\]oying a shore vacation. Their 
hands were tanned, and palms once soft were now 
ridged with callouses — ^honest reminders of contact 
with saw and hammer. The nervousness engendered 
by years spent in the caverns of Wall Street, had dis- 
appeared. Their eyes were clear and their step con- 
fident and springy. They laughed heartily, and ate 
with an appetite which comes from a clear conscience, 
good digestion and an out-of-door life. 

" I haven't had such an appetite since I was twenty 
years old," said Mr. Morton, as he helped himself to a 
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generous slice of roast beef. " I eat like a hired man, 
and I feel like one." 

" Look at Simon," said Mr. Kent, as that gentleman 
again assailed the steaming joint of beef with carving 
knife. "When he left New York, he was pale and 
wan. I thought we were going to lose him. He was 
living on tea and crackers. See him now ! He is the 
boy wonder. He has the complexion of a sugar- 
cured ham and the unregulated appetite and digestive 
apparatus of an ostrich. Vincent tells me he has to 
lock things up to keep Simon from overloading his 
stomach between meals." 

" Unless we eat this stuff it will be wasted," said 
Mr. Pence. " It is a shame the amount of food which 
will be spoiled. When I was a boy, mother used to 
make us clean our plates whether we were hungry or 
not. It is a good plan. It saves things." 

" By the way," said Sidney, " have you and Vin- 
cent put your idols on board 'The Jumping 
Jupiter?'" 

" I have made a special compartment for them in 
my state-room," said Mr. Pence. " We will put them 
on board tomorrow morning." 

" So the good ship * Jumping Jupiter ' is to be a 
treasure ship, is he ? " said Mr. Kent. " How about 
that, Mr. Carmody? Who owns 'The Jumping 
Jupiter?' In my opinion, we all own an equal 
share. Now, this gold shipment is purely a busi- 
ness proposition. 'The Jumping Jupiter' was de- 
signed solely as a passenger boat. Any one could tell 
that by looking at him. It is a great risk to ship 
fifteen hundred pounds of gold. We should charge 
heavy freight. I should say that we should be justified 
in charging not less than twenty-five per cent, of the 
value of the cargo as freight. If Pence and Vincent 
can use our boat to carry a lot of heathenish idols, I 
want to carry an equal weight in bananas. Hammond 
is also anxious to ship some rare wood he has foimd. 
Each of us is entitled to at least seven hundred and 
fifty pounds of freight. ' The Jumping Jupiter ' can- 
not hold any such burden in addition to our common 
store of provisions and other necessities. What are 
we going to do about it?" 

Mr. Kent winked solemnly at Mr. Carmody. 

" I have thought of that," said Mr. Carmody. " I 
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have fotind some beautiful marUe, and would like to 
take back some of those carvings from the ruined 
temple. It certainly is not fair to let two men monop- 
olize the carrying capacity of ' The Jumping Jupiter ' 
for their private gain." 

" That is right," said Mr. Morton. " We must be 
fair in this matter. I think that twenty-five per cent, 
is too low a rate. It should be at least thirty-three and 
a third per cent. The gold is worth $360,000, as 
near as we can estimate, and this will make the 
freight charges $120,000. This will be divided equally 
among six of us, or $20,000 each. Mr. Pence and 
Mr. Vincent will have $240,000 to divide between 
them. As a matter of equity, we all have an equal 
share in this gold, since it was discovered by these men 
in the performance of a common duty. But we will 
waive that. I insist that $120,000 is not too much 
to charge for freight." 

" That is fair," said Mr. Rockwell. " In fact, it is 
liberal. In my opinion, it should be fifty per cent, 
but " 

** Hold on, gentlemen," said Simon Pence, in great 
alarm. " If you keep on you will confiscate my prop- 
erty. I " 

" Your property ? " exclaimed L. Sylvester Vinced;. 

" Our property, my dear Mr. Vincent ; excuse me," 
said Mr. Pence. " I will admit that we should pay 
some freight charges, but these rates are extortionate. 
I should " 

" Not from Social Island to New York," said Mr. 
Kent. " Fifty per cent. ^ is the regular rate." 

" I think ten per cent, is enough," said Mr. Pence. 
•* Be fair, gentlemen, be fair ! " 

"'The Jumping Jupiter' has an absolute monop- 
oly of this business," said Mr. Kent. " It is not cus- 
tomary for shippers to fix rates. If you and Vincent 
do not like our way of doing business, transfer your 
trade to some other firm. This is not a matter of sen- 
timent. As a stockholder, and as a man who made the 
masts of * The Jumping Jupiter,' I move you, Mr. 
President, that we accept this freight risk for tfiirty- 
three and one-third per cent, of the value of the gold, 
and retain the merchandise as security imtil such 
time as proper settlement is made." 

" I second the motion," said Mr. Haven. 
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"All in favor say aye," said Mr. RockwelL 

Six men roared " aye ! " 

" Those OK)osed say no ! " 

" No ! No ! " shouted Simon Pence. Vincent did 
not vote. Mr. Kent had nudged him to keep quiet 

" It is an outrageous rate, and I will never pay it ! " 
said Mr. Pence. " Why do you fix such an unheard- 
of rate?" 

" * The Jumping Jupiter ' is a trust, and we need 
the money," said Mr. Kent "I am afraid those 
grinning idols will hoo-doo us as it is. I move that 
we leave them behind, Mr. President The best we 
can get is a lawsuit." 

" I will pay the rate ! I will pay it ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Pence. " I was only joking." 

" Draw up an agreement, Hammond, and have it 
properly signed and witnessed," said Mr. Rockwell. 

Sidney did so, and Mr. Pence and Vincent signed 
it. Early the following morning, the idols went on 
board " The Jumping Jupiter." 

Tuesday morning broke fair and clear, with a steady 
but freshening southwest breeze. Never had the island 
looked lovelier than on the day set for the departure 
of the castaways. It seemed as if the feathered deni- 
zens of the tropical forests had surmised their plans, 
and had gathered to bid them God-speed with a noisy 
chorus. Their brilliant plumage glistened in iridescent 
hues through the foliage around the bungalow. The 
chattering bandar-logs watched the preparations with 
curious interest. One very bold monkey ventured so 
near, that Vincent, by a sudden rush, covered him with 
a large wicker basket. After much maneuvering, he 
succeeded in clamping a chain over his neck and tri- 
imiphantly led him captive to the deck of "The 
Jumping Jupiter." 

" Here is our mascot ! " he exclaimed, as he fastened 
the chain to the windlass. " He is ugly enough to 
stand off all the idols." 

The monkey made a dash for Vincent's leg, but 
missed it by an inch. Vincent named him " Socks," 
on account of his white feet, and " Socks " was duly 
accepted as a mascot and a passenger. 

There was a final survey of the bungalow, to see if 
any necessary article had been overlooked. The win- 
dows were closed and barred, and the keys depos- 
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ited in the box. under the tree where Hestor had 
found them. The big triangular sails were raised, the 
ropes cast off, and " The Jumping Jupiter " slowly 
crawled away from the stone pier. 

"We're off!" said Mr. Kent. " Good-bye, Social 
Island! I have had a mighty good time, even if we 
were kidnapped." 

" So have I," said Mr. Morton. " It has been a 
pleasant vacation, but an expensive one for me." 

The monkey made frantic tugs at his chain, and set 
up a yell, which was responded to by hundreds of 
his brethren on shore. 

"Keep quiet, you fool!" said Mr. Kent. "You 
will not be lonesome or homesick. You are going to 
New York." 

But " Socks " was not to be consoled. He jabbered 
and fought until exhausted. Later in the day, he be- 
came csSmerl and seemed to be resigned to his fate. 

By unanimous consent, Sidney Hammond was made 
captain of " The Jumping Jupiter." He accepted the 
position, and promised to discharge the duties to the 
best of his ability. He admitted an unfamiliarity with 
craft of " The Tumping Jupiter " class, but was con- 
fident that " he would prove seaworthy. Once away 
from shore, they caught the benefit of tide and breeze, 
and swept out towards the gateway. Mr. Pence took 
one long look towards the rock where he had spent 
three awful hours. As they approached the outlet of 
"MortcMi's Bay," Sidney gave his first order. He 
glanced at the white breakers and shouted : 

"Man the oars!" 

Six of the men stood at the long sweeps. A crit- 
ical moment was approaching. They were headed 
straight for the surf. Sidney ^saw that there was a 
heavy swell rolling in. He stood by the tiller, and 
issued his instructions in a calm voice. 

" When I give the word, bend to your oars and row 
as hard as you can,'' he said. " There is not any dan- 
ger, but we must help counteract the force of the surf. 
We shall make it readily enough. All ready? Row!" 

The bow of "The Jumping Jupiter" rose slightly 
as the first incoming roller struck the raft. Mr. Pence 
was the only one not at work, and he looked at the 
foaming combers ahead with eyes lifted in terror. 
There was a strong breeze between the clifiPs, and to 
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Sidney's delight the boat was under good headway. 
The men pulled vigorously at the sweeps. The bow of 
" The Jumping Jupiter " sank in a way that was sick- 
ening to Simon Pence. The next moment, a green 
wall of water fell with a crash. " Socks " gave a 
shriek, which was smothered as the water rolled over 
him. The raft groaned from end to end. There 
was a soimd of breaking glass. 

" Row ! Row hard ! " shouted Sidney. For an in- 
stant, the boat wallowed backwards. Then a strong 
gust of wind filled the sails, and everyone bent to the 
oars. The next wave did not break. 

" Once again ! " shouted Sidney. There was a big 
Wave coming. It towered overhead, but broke before 
it reached the boat. There was a smother of foam 
and a roar like that of Niagara, but "The Jimiping 
Jupiter" was not to be stopped. In a few seconds 
they were past the danger line, and out in deep water, 
where the swells rolled in regular lines broken only 
by ripples caused by the breeze. The oars were taken 
in, and fastened to their places. 

A cheer went up when they saw that immediate 
danger was past. Vincent went to the rescue of 
" Socks," who was dripping with water and chattering 
with fright, but entirely subdued. 

" You are a mascot, all right, all right ; * Socks,' old 
boy ! " said Vincent, as he loosened the chain so that 
the monkey would not choke to death. "This beats 
climbing trees, doesn't it ? " 

Mr. Carmody and the others made an examination 
of the hull of the boat. The strain had caused a 
slight leak in the third compartment, but they had no 
difficulty in stopping it. The kitchen was somewhat 
disarranged, and a number of dishes broken, but the 
damage was not serious. " The Jumping Jupiter " had 
successfully withstood its baptism, and thus far had 
justified the hopes of the builders. . 

For half an hour Sidney held his course straight 
out to sea. Then he headed to the north. The big 
lateen sails were pulling splendidly, and though the 
craft responded slowly to the tiller, there was no 
trouble in holding her to the course. They now had 
a clear view of the coast. 

" Where is the gateway? " asked Mr. Carmody, who 
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had been looking intently along the shore for some 
time. " I cannot see it." 

" I can see it," replied Sidney, " but I would never 
suspect it was an inlet unless I knew it to be a fact. 
From any point at sea the rocks look solid and con- 
tinuous. The gateway is just south of our flagstaff. 
Do you see it now ? " 

It was as Sidney said. The coast was so formed 
that no inlet showed. Half a mile from shore there 
wa$ nothing to distinguish the entrance to the Iwiy 
from a score of ragged indentations in the Hack cliffs. 
As they proceeded, they came to the ric^e of rocks 
which formed the north horn of the crescent. This 
they imagined to mark the north boundary of the 
island, but as they neared it they found it was but 
the south end of a bay which seemed to be twelve 
or fifteen miles across. 

"This is a pretty good-sized island, Hammond," 
remarked Mr. Kent, as this new panorama spread out 
before their view. 

There was a puzzled expression on Sidney's face. 
As Mr. Kent spoke, the massive outlines of the snow- 
white peak which had been seen from the island, slowly 
came mto view above the hills along the coast. The 
lapd now opposite them was low and fairly flat. The 
big rock on their port side was seen to be the end 
of a spur of small mountains which came down to 
the ocean. 

" I do not understand it," said Sidney. " There is 
no such island as this on any of our maps! Where 
can we be? This island is at least forty miles long 
and perhaps longer. That must be the northern end 
of it" 

Sidney pointed to the cape perhaps fifteen miles 
away. It was now two o'clock in the afternoon, and 
Mr. Rockwell and Vincent announced that diimer 
was ready. They stretched an awning over the after- 
deck and set a table beneath it. Sidney lashed the 
tiller in position, and all proceeded to enjoy the re- 
past. A haze was stealing over the ocean and the 
wind dying out. For a time, " The Jumping Jupiter " 
had been making four or five miles an hour, but the 
breeze, as it came heavy with perfume from the 
shore, died down until it was barely strong enot^ 
to straighten out the striped sails. 
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"Well, Captain Hammond, what do you think of 
it?" asked Mr. Morton, as he lit a cigar and leaned 
back in his chair. 

" There is but one thing to do," said Sidney. " We 
must keep on this course tmtil we round that cape. 
At this rate, it will be dark before we make it We 
will stand well out to sea, so as to have plenty of lee- 
way in case of an east or northeast wind." 

The big mountain peak was now almost exactly to 
the west of them. 

"If that is old Popocateptl, as I think it is," said 
Sidney, pointing at the huge purple mass, " Vera 
Cruz is only a little northwest of here. When it gets 
dark, I will hold her north, and take no chances of 
running ashore on this island." 

As the afternoon wore away, the haze settled and 
slowly blotted out the shore line. They crawled along 
at hardly two knots an hour. It was exasperating 
progress, but there was no help for it. In the evening 
the haze lifted and showed the cape still in the north- 
west. This proved that the tide was pulling against 
them. The wind died away to a breath, and the sun 
sank, a huge red ball of fire in a bank of orange 
clouds. At ten o'clock the wind swung into the south- 
east and freshened, but the haze yet htmg over the sea, 
and Sidney held his course to the north. 

All but Sidney and Mr. Kent retired to the bunks 
and slept soundly as if on an ocean liner. Save for the 
hank of fog, it was a perfect night on the water. The 
raft swayed gently to the deep breathing of the sea, 
and the masts groaned in musical cadence to the rip- 
pling of the water. At midnight, Mr. Kent took the 
tiller and Sidney stretched himself on a steamer chair 
and enjoyed two hours of untroubled slumber. He 
awoke and relieved Mr. Kent, who then took his nap. 

Twice during the night, Sidney turned the boat 
to the west, and held that course until the hollow 
thtmder of the surf warned him to stand out. At about 
three o'clock the breeze quickened, and a twenty- 
mile breeze sprang up, coming straight from the west. 
This compelled him to cease any more landward ex- 
periments, and " The Jumping Jupiter " rolled along 
at a five-mile-an-hour rate. 

" It is a satisfaction to know that we are going 
somewhere," said Sidney to himself. " We mu^ be 
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past that cape by this time. If the fog lifts with this 
breeze, daylight will show where we are." 

As he spoke there was a faint glow in the eastern 
sky. Mr. Kent awoke with a yawn. 

" Where are we at ? " he asked. 

Sidney shook his head. 

" We are headed north," he said. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

Representatives of the New York Record watched 
every European port for the arrival of Walter B. Hes- 
tor and the steam yacht " Shark." According to all 
calculations, the yacht, was due at the Azores not later 
than May 12th, but no word came from these islands. 
Day succeeded day, with no news of the famous mill- 
ionaire correspondent. 

In the meantime, the detective staff of forty picked 
newspaper men imder Jack Stevens was indomitable in 
zeal, but barren in results. Mr. Chalmers was stead- 
ily losing faith, but by no word or action did he dis- 
close his loss of confidence to Miss Carmody. He 
prepared the leader for an article to be published in 
The Record on Wednesday, May 17th, in which was 
set forth the discoveries which had been made point- 
ing to Hestor as the prime mover in the conspiracy. 
This was in keeping with his promise to Miss Car- 
mody. In the meantime, Editor Van Home had sailed 
for New York, but was not due until the 22d or 23d 
of the month. In a cipher cablegram Chalmers had 
given his superior the essential facts concerning Hes- 
^r. The reply of Robert Van Home was prompt 
and decisive in instructing Chalmers to make public 
the facts. The inference was plain that Mr. Van 
Home had no hesitancy in sharing his managing 
editor's suspicions. Mr. Chalmers, therefore, prepared 
a four-page article, and awaited for the day tix&i for 
the disclosure. 

Miss Carmody ordered the steam yacht bearing her 
name put in commission, and her captain announced 
that he was ready to weigh anchor on an hour's notice. 

At three o'clock Tuesday afternoon, a cablegram 
was handed to Mr. Chalmers. It was in the cipher 
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which had been given to the reporters working on 
the mystery. Translated, it read as follows : 

Havana, Cuba, Tuesday, May 16. 
To William Chalmers, New York Record: 

Have solved mystery. Colonel John Mclntyre, of Ha- 
vana, built Hestor bungalow year ago. Hestor designed 
it. Located nine hundred miles southwest of Havana. Mc- 
lntyre will act as guide. Mclntyre is in Havana with me. 
I saw the * Shark ' Sunday in Guli. Wire instructions to 
Hotel Pasaje. Also wire $500. Claim special reward of 
$50,000. 

BERNARD SEYMOUR, 
Envoy Extraordinary. 

Chalmers dashed into Jack Stevens's room with the 
cablegram. 

" Can we rely on that ? " asked Chalmers. " Sey- 
mour was deceived once. He may be wrong again. 
What do you think?" 

" I think he has found our man ! " said Stevens with- 
out a moment's hesitation. " That cable sounds like 
business. It explains Seymour's silence. He is the 
luckiest reporter in the coimtry. I would stake my 
life he is right." 

" We will take the chance," said Chalmers. " Do 
not say a word. We will leave for Havana tonight. 
Be ready to start at seven o'clock. You will go by 
rail." 

Chalmers issued a few instructions to his assistants 
and hurriedly explained what had happened. A few 
minutes later he was on his way to the Carmody man- 
sion, having first ascertained that Miss Helen was at 
home. In a few words he explained what had hap- 
pened. The young heiress was radiant with joy. 

" I knew you would find them ! " she exclaimed. 
" From the moment you said we could not fail, I was 
sure of success ! Oh, isn't it splendid ! I could cry for 
joy!" 

"This is no time to cry," said the practical Chal- 
mers. " We must start for Havana at once. How 
soon can you be ready?" 

" I can be ready in an hour," said Miss Carmody. 
** Mrs. White is here. She is going with me. Can 
you go, Mr. Chalmers?" 

" Certainly I can go," said that gentleman. " You 
did not intend to leave me behind, did you?*' 
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" Why, of course not," said Miss Carmody, " but 
I am so excited I do not know what I am saying. 
Will Mr. Stevens go with us ? " 

" He will go by rail and boat, and we will meet him 
in Havana," said Chalmers. " You had better send 
word to your captain at once. Tell him I will be on 
the yacht by seven o'clock. Please warn him to keep 
the destination a secret. Do not forget to take along 
lots of wraps ; it may be cold on the ocean." 

Miss Helen laughed merrily. 

"You talk just like Papa, and order me around 
as if I were a little girl," she said with a smile which 
showed no displeasure at this tyranny. " But I will 
obey." 

"That's right," said Chalmers, with a sad sort of 
a smile. " I am afraid that my authority is nearly 
ended. Perhaps this is the last time I shall have the 
pleasure of meeting you beneath the Carmody roof." 

" It will be your own fault," said Miss Helen, her 
cheeks mantling with a blush. " Do you think Papa 
is an ogre to drive you away? But I must be busy vnth 
my preparations for the journey. I will be on the 
yacht before seven o'clock." 

Chalmers returned to his office, and for an hour was 
busy with instructions to his assistants. He issued 
orders that The Record should give no hints of pend- 
ing developments, and selected a special cipher to 
cover new possibilities. He then proceeded to the 
pier and boarded the yacht. Miss Carmody and Mrs. 
Isabel White had arrived, and the latter was in a 
flutter of excitement. Miss Carmody was charming in 
a traveling gown of blue. The yacht swung on her 
keel and headed down the East River and out into the 
bay. Before twilight had faded, the " Helen Car- 
mody " was well out to sea and making for Havana 
with a " bone in her teeth." 

The " Helen Carmody " was a fine specimen, of ma- 
rine architecture. She was fitted with every Cdhven- 
ience and luxury. She was larger than the " Shafk," 
having more state-rooms and more powerful engines. 
While more comfortable and stauncher, she was not 
so fast as the " Shark." Mr. Carmody had sacrificed 
speed for room and artistic effect, yet there were few 
yachts that could show a wake to the "Hden 
Carmody." 
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The following morning was cloudy, with a half gale 
from the southwest. It increased in force as the day 
went on and was a full gale by night. Luckily all 
were good sailors, but they found the cabin more 
comfortable than the decks. Cards and music served 
to lighten the hours, though Chalmers and Miss Car- 
mody found endless topics of conversation. With the 
gale at its height, Miss Helen put on a waterproof 
wrap and insisted on watching the storm from the 
forwiird deck. Chalmers found some "oil slickers." 
and they ventured out towards the bow of the yacht. 
It was blowing fifty miles an hour. Occasional flashes 
of lightning in the southwest threw a glare over the 
dark waters, showing crests blown into ribbons of 
foam by the gale. 

A huge wave loomed black against the sky. The 
next moment the bow of the yacht shot into the depths. 
There was a warning cry from the bridge. The umcb 
of the yacht threw Miss Carmody forward, and she 
almost fell. Chalmers picked her up in his arms. 
There was no time to nm. He threw one arm around 
an upright supporting the bridge. There was a crash 
as tons of water fell upon the deck. A wave dashed 
over the bulwarks and all but swept Chalmers from 
his feet, but he had a firm grip and held his fair bur- 
den above the rush of waters. 

Miss Carmody screamed in excitement and delight. 

" That is lots of fun, but it is a little too roiipi/' 
she said, as Chalmers placed her on her feet 

" I should say it was rough," said Chalmers. He 
was wet to his knees. " This is more like surf bathing 
than yachting. Let's go in before it haj^ens again." 

It blew all night and most of the next day, an4 the 
" Helen Carmody " made slow progress. Towards 
dark the storm moderated, but the seas were high and 
slow speed necessary. Friday was clear and cala^ 
and the yacht began to make up lost time. It w»s 
late Saturday afternoon when the frowning beiglrts 
of Morro Castle were seen across the waters, and it 
was nearly midnight when they dropped anchor in the 
harbor of Havana, It was decided to remain on the 
yacht until niorning, so the "Helen Carmody" lay 
within easy distance of the shore. 

Sunday morning a yawl put out from the Havana 
docks. It had as passenger a smaH man with a 
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" sandy " moustache, and hair which could be classed 
under no color other than red. He sat straight and 
looked dignified. He wore a natty suit of gray, with 
a large carnation in the lapel of his coat. This was an 
important event in the life of Mr. Bernard Seymour, 
but he felt equal to the occasion. There was a sub- 
dued twinkle in his blue eyes, which no assumption 
of dignity could entirely offset. He critically watched 
the perspiring Cuban at the oars. Then he looked at 
the "Helen Carmody." 

" Smart looking yacht," he mused. " I may decide 
to buy her. Glad I sent Bender back to New Orleans. 
This is too swift a game for Richard. I will have 
to stake him after this is over. He doesn't know a 
thing about what has happened. Is Mr. Bernard 
Seymour a great detective ? The best ever. They say 
it is luck! Let them guess again. Fifty thousand 
cold plunks, and a generous slice of that million! 
Not bad, I don't think. Will Papa take a vacation? 
He will ; he will. Here we are." 

The yawl came alongside the brass-railed gangway. 

Captain Baldwin, of the ** Helen Carmody," stood 
at the head of the gangway. Mr. Bernard Seymour 
saluted him with an impressive gesture. 

" Good morning, Captain ! " 

Captain Baldwin bowed, but said nothing. 

" I am Bernard Seymour, special commissioner of 
The Record," said Mr. Seymour. " Present my card 
and my compliments to Miss Carmody and Mr.' Chal- 
mers." 

" Come aboard, Mr. Seymour," said Captain Bald- 
win. " I am glad to meet you." 

" Ah, is this Seymour ? " said Mr. Chalmers, who 
now appeared. " Glad to meet you, old man. Accept 
my congratulations. I hope you are not mistaken in 
your man." 

" I never make but one mistake on the same case," 
said Seymour, shaking hands cordially with the man- 
aging editor. " When can I pay my respects to Miss 
Carmody?" 

" Here she comes now," said Chalmers. Miss Car- 
mody came forward radiant in a yachting costume of 
white broadcloth, trimmed with gold braid. 

" I have the pleasure of presenting Mr. Bernard 
Seymour," said Mr, Chalmers. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Kidnapped Millionaires 295 

" I am delighted to meet you, Mr. Se)rmour," said 
Miss Helen, as she extended her hand. " I have heard 
so much of you it seems as if I knew you. I am glad 
to welcome you aboard the yacht." 

Mr. Bernard Seymour bowed profoundly. He had 
framed a speech, but it had eluded him. He felt that 
he must say something. 

" You can't lose me. I am glad to meet you, Miss 
Carmody. The pleasure is all mine." 

There was a twinkle in his eye which was irresisti- 
ble, and Miss Carmody laughed until the color came 
to her cheeks, and she looked more charming than 
ever. She took Mr. Seymour in charge, and induced 
him to tell the story of how he came to solve the 
mystery of the Hestor bungalow. Mr. Chalmers lis- 
tened to Mr. Seymour's carefully prepared narrative. 

" When I received Mr. Chalmers's telegraphic ad- 
vices," said Mr. Seymour, " I made up my mind that 
the first place to search was along the lumber docks. 
I thought it all over, and said to myself, it is like 
this: K Hestor has built a house in tropical America, 
the lumber probably came from New Orleans, which is 
the great lumber market of the South. The contractor 
might hail from any place, but naturally he would ship 
his material from New Orleans. It was nearly dark 
when I arrived in the city. I went to the hotel, looked 
at my mail, and went from there to the docks. I ques- 
tioned stevedores, dock-wallopers, sailors and levee 
men of all descriptions. I went finally to a resort fre- 
quented by such men. There were probably fifty of 
them in the room. I picked out a smooth-looking 
colored boy and told him I would give him five dollars 
if he would ask every man present if he ever helped 
load lumber for a man named Walter B. Hestor. I 
told him all about Hestor; that he was a newspaper 
man who owned a yacht called the ' Shark,' and that 
he was eccentric, and liberal with his money. 

" He was a bright coon," said the veracious Mr. Sey- 
mour," and he wanted to earn that money in a hurry. 
He got on top of a beer keg and made a speech. Once 
in a while he would misstate a point, and I would 
correct him. When he was through, a darkey, with a 
face as black as the ace of spades, came forward 
and asked me how much I would give to know what 
boat that lumber was shipped on. I did not want to 
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appear too anxious, so I offered him two dollars. We 
went to one side, and he told me that about a year 
ago a man arrived in New Orleans with a )^cht 
called the ' Shark,' and that the owner superintended 
the loading of a lot of lumber, doors, windows and 
stuff on a schooner called the ' Sam Walker/ He 
described Hestor to a dot. He said Hestor's chief 
amusement was to throw money to the n^^roes along 
the levee to induce them to sing and dance. He would 
stand on the ' Sam Walker ' and throw coins by the 
hour, until the levee was black with darkies. I knew 
he had the right man. I gave him the two dollars 
and promised him ten more if he would locate the 
' Sam Walker ' for me. At about midnight we found 
that the schooner was at Lake Pontchartrain, and was 
going to sail the next morning. I paid my colored 
friend, and started for the ' West End.' I found the 
' Sam Walker.' I wanted to get the information with- 
out exciting suspicion. I learned that the first mate 
was ashore in some of the drinking resorts at that 
place. Then I ran across a friend of mine who was 
much intoxicated. I used him as a tool. Early in the 
morning I found the first mate. From him I learned 
that the schooner was going to Havana. He was 
pretty full, and I bribed nim to let me go aboard the 
schooner. There was no way to shake my friaid, 
whose name was Bender, so we took him along. 

"The next day I became acquainted with the cap- 
tain, a man named Parker, and found him a mighty 
good fellow. By leading the conversation gradually 
up to contractors, and to my friend Hestor, I learned 
that Colonel John Mclntyre was the contractor, and 
that he lived in Havana. It seems the schooner was 
loaded with lumber for Colonel Mclntyre. That was 
all I wanted to know from Captain Parker, and I * laid 
doggie/ The second day out, it turned in and blew a 
gale and carried us away off our course to the soudi- 
west. It was late in the afternoon when we passed a 
steam yacht, which seemed to be headed for New 
Orleans* She passed us to starboard. Captain Parker 
sized her up through a glass and said : 

** ' There is that yacht you were talking about, Sey- 
mour. That is the " Shark." • "^ 

" He was positive about it. The first mate also said 
it was the ' Shark.' She was about a mile and a half 
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away, and they could not make out her name. Both 
men knew the ' Shark ' well, and were dead sure they 
could not be mistaken. Captain Parker said he could 
make Hestor out on the bridge ; but, of course, I don't 
know about that. I never saw Hestor, and am not 
able to judge whether it was he or not. The man they 
said was Hestor seemed to be dancing a clog step on 
the bridge of the yacht. 

" The gale set us back so much that we did not reach 
Havana until Tuesday morning. Colonel Mclntyre 
was not at the pier, and I had considerable trouble 
finding him. He lives out on Vedado Street, and I 
jumped into a carriage and went out to his h6use. He 
had just left to to into the country. I went after him. 
It was noon before I stood him up." 

" Where is Colonel Mclntyre now ? " asked Chal- 
mers. 

^* He will be here soon," said Mr. Seymour. " Jack 
Stevens has gone out to his house for him. When we 
found you were in the harbor. Jack went for the 
Colonel, and I came to pay my respects to Miss Car- 
n;iody. I am never looking for the worst of it." 

Mr. Seymour raised his hat and saluted Miss Car- 
mody. 

" But to my story," continued Seymour. " I found 
Colonel Mclntyre a gruff old dog, and he tried to 
stand me off. He said it was none of my business 
whether he had built a house for Hestor or not. I 
saw it was no use trying to *con' the Colonel. He 
was too wise. So I told him the whole story. You 
should have seen his eyes stick out. At first he 
wouldn't believe a word of it, but finally he changed 
his mind. He said Hestor was such an erratic fellow 
that he would not put anything past him. Then he 
thawed out and told me everything." 

" What island is the house on ? " asked Miss Car- 
mody, with suppressed excitement. 

" It is not on any island," said Se)miour. " It is on 
the coast of Mexico, south of Vera Cruz. From 
Colonel Mclntyre's description, it is a place you would 
not find in a thousand years. The Mexicans and In- 
dians never go near it. They imagine that it is haunted 
by the ghosts of some old ruined city, which is said to 
be near there. There is a small inlet opening into a 
bay. You cannot see this inlet unless you are close 
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to the shore. There is only one pilot, except Captain 
Waters of the ' Shark/ who knows the way in through 
the rocks and shoals. Any boat drawing more than 
five feet of water would be smashed to pieces. Here 
comes Jack Stevens and Colonel Mclntyre." 

The new arrivals were welcomed on the yacht. 
Colonel Mclntyre was a thick-set, broad-shouldered 
man, with an immense black moustache, and a com- 
plexion almost as dark as that of a mulatto. But his 
fierceness was all external. There was little to his 
story which has not been told. Hestor had contracted 
with him to build a bungalow on the shore of the 
Gulf of Mexico south of Vera Cruz. Hestor had pre- 
pared the plans, which, when slightly modified by 
Colonel Mclntyre, were sufficient for the purpose. He 
purchased the lumber and materials in New Orleans, 
and sailed with three carpenters for the site selected. 
Extra workmen were secured at Vera Cruz. The three 
carpenters were then working for Colonel Mclntyre 
in Havana. 

" Can you take us direct to the place, Colonel Mc- 
lntyre ? " asked Miss Helen. 

"I can take you there, but we could not take the yacht 
in without a pilot," said Colonel Mclntyre. " The surf 
is very heavy, and it is dangerous for small boats. We 
had a pilot from Tampico. My advice is to pick him 
up on the way down, and then we will have no 
trouble. When will you start ? " 

"Just as soon as you are ready. Colonel," said 
Chalmers. " We must take on coal, but that will not 
take long." 

" I am all ready," said Colonel Mclntyre. " I am 
a very busy man, and have some contracts on my 
hands which require my constant attention, but when 
Mr. Seymour told me about this, I dropped every- 
thing. I am entirely at your service. Miss Carmody," 
said the gallant Colonel. 

" I do not know how to thank you. Colonel Mcln- 
tyre,^* said Miss Carmody. " It is not necessary for 
me to assure you that we shall not permit you to suffer 
any financial loss on account of your kindness." 

Early in the afternoon, the " Helen Carmody " 
glided swiftly out of Havana harbor, and took a course 
almost due west. It was night before the ragged 
coast of Cuba faded in the eastern sky. The day was 
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warm, but it was pleasant under the awnings and the 
six passengers thoroughly enjoyed the afternoon. Miss 
Carmody was happy in the thought that every turn 
of the propeller brought her nearer to her father. 
That she would find him, she had not the slightest 
doubt. Colonel Mclntyre gave her a minute descrip- 
tion of the beauties of the country adjoining the bun- 
galow; though he admitted that he himself had not 
attempted to explore the forests that surrounded it. 
His men, he said, had told him it was an impenetrable 
jungle, and that the only way to approach it was by 
the sea. 

" The Indians have all sorts of legends about the 
bay and its surroundings," said Colonel Mclntyre, 
" and you could not induce a Mexican or an Indian to 
go near it. But I never observed anything strange 
about it. It is the most beautiful spot I ever saw. The 
water is like crystal and is full of fish. There are 
alligators or crocodiles along the south shore of the 
bay, but they did not bother us. There are monkeys, 
parrots, deer and other animals and birds by the thou- 
sand. Your father and his friends have probably had 
a good time. Don't you worry a bit about them, Miss 
Carmody. They are as safe as if in New York.'* 

Mr. Seymour told some of his newspaper experi- 
ences, and kept the party in laughter and good spirits. 
In, the evening, Mrs. White took her place at the 
piano, and persuaded Miss Carmody to sing. Her 
voice was singularly sweet and sympathetic. Captain 
Baldwin and several of his officers stood in the door- 
way and enjoyed the musical treat. Then Mrs. White 
played some familiar airs, and all joined in the chorus. 
Here was where Mr. Bernard Seymour was at his best. 
He was so pleased with his vocal efforts that he vol- 
unteered to sing a famous " Chestnut Song," composed 
for a Bohemian Club of which he was a member. 

Mr. Seymour hummed the air to Mrs. White, so that 
she could favor him with an accompaniment. He 
cleared his throat, struck a professional attitude, and 
sang the following verses in a voice somewhat uncer- 
tain in key, but lacking nothing in confidence or vol* 
ume. Mr. Seymour prefaced his efforts by stating 
that this song was used when guests of the club were 
.so indiscreet as to inflict an ancient story or ioke on 
the assembled throng. It had been sung with great 
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effect to Senator Chauncey M. Depew. Mr. Seymouf 
said there were several hundred verses of which he 
remembered three. He called this effort the " Rameses 
Song!" 

In the days of old Rameses; 

Are you on? 

They told the same thing; they told the same thing; 

In the days of old Rameses 

That story had paresis — 

Are you on? • * 

Are you on? Are you on? 

"You must all sing in the chorus," explained Mr. 
Seymour. " The second verse goes like this : 

It was told in Ancient Florence years ago; 

They told the same thing; they told the same thing; 

When they told that tate in Florence 

It was held in great abhorrence — 

Are you on? 

Are you on? Are you on? 

They told that tale in Sodom, 

Long ago; 

They told the same thing; they told th^ same thing; 

In that city of the plain 

The story caused them pain — 

Are you on? 

Are yoti on? Are you on? 

* 

Mr. Seymour acknowledged the applause; bowed 
and returned to his seat. He could not be persuaded 
to sing again. It was the first time he ever had re- 
membered the words of a song, and he preferred to 
rest on his laurels. 

The crescent of a new moon hung like a silver 
sickle in the southwestern sky. A gentle breeze from 
the south was just sufficient to flutter the awnings. 
It was midnight when the voyagers retired to their 
rooms. The weather continued fine the following day, 
which passed without incident worth recording. Mr. 
Chalmers seemed to have no difficulty in monopoliz- 
ing most of Miss Carmody's time. This did not escape 
the attention of Mr. Seymour. 

"That will be the next kidnapping case," he re- 
marked to Jack Stevens, as Chalmers and Miss Car- 
modjr promenaded past them. "They make a fine 
looking couple, don't they ? Ah, love's young dream ! 
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Here is Papa with a wife and six children! I sent 
them a cablegram yesterday which will make them the 
happiest colony in Chicago. I am an old man ; a very 
aged patriarch." He did not look it. 

Tuesday morning the snow-capped peaks of Mexico 
lifted their crests out of the ocean, showing faint and 
purple in the distance. It was late in the afternoon 
when the yacht dropped anchor in Tampico harbor. 
Colonel Mclntyre, Seymour and Stevens went ashore 
in search of the pilot, and Mr. Chalmers escorted Miss 
Carmody and Mrs. White through the streets of the 
quaint old Mexican town. Colonel Mclntyre made the 
discovery that the pilot had been in Vera Cruz, and 
would not return until late at night. There was noth- 
ing to do but wait. It was midnight when the schooner 
on which the Mexican pilot had shipped, dropped into 
the harbor, and to the delight of all he was found on 
board. Colonel Mclntyre explained what he wanted, 
and when Chalmers offered the necessary financial in- 
ducements, the pilot consented to make the trip. It was 
three o'clock in the morning before the " Helen Car- 
mody " was headed in the direction of Vera Cruz. 

An early breakfast was served Wednesday morning. 
The pilot announced that they should be at their desti- 
nation between eleven and twelve o'clock that fore- 
noon, and all were excited. Miss Carmody was pale 
but composed. The hour was fast approaching when 
her hopes would be crushed or her happiness made 
complete. Her heart throbbed at the thought that 
all her hopes might crumble into nothingness. There 
was no positive proof that Hestor had taken his cap- 
tives to the bungalow. The tears came to her eyes 
several times, but she choked her emotions, and 
laughed at some of Seymour's characteristic remarks. 

The yacht was running almost due south, and was 
about fifteen miles off shore. There was a faint haze 
over the water, but it was Hfting in the quickening 
west breeze. Mr. Seymour was seated near the bow 
of the yacht. 

" Look at that for a schooner yacht ! " he exclaimed, 
pointing ahead and a little to starboard of their 
course. "That is a beauty! Look at those sails! 
Wouldn't they stop you! Captain Baldwin, what is 
the technical name for that class of ship? It is not 
classified in my marine books." 
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Captain Baldwin was studying the strange-looking 
craft through his glasses. He did not answer Mr. 
Seymour's questions, but stepped to where Chalmers 
and Jack Stevens were standing. 

" Do you know the missing men by sight ? " he 
asked. 

" I do," said Chalmers. 

" Look at the men on that boat through this glass. 
They are signalling to us." ♦ 

Chalmers took one long, searching look. They were 
rapidly approaching the odd-looking craft. The men 
on board of it were frantically waving handkerchiefs 
and cloths. 

" It's them ! " said Chalmers. " I recognize Sidney 
Hammond and Mr. Kent ! " 

Chalmers rushed to where Miss Carmody and Mrs. 
White were seated abaft the rear deck house. 

" I think I have ^ood news. Miss Carmody," he said. 
His face bore evidence more eloquent than words. 
*' Do not get excited. I think we have found Mr. 
Carmody and his companions. Come along." 

Miss Carmody turned pale for an instant, and almost 
staggered as she started to rise. She took Chal- 
mers' proffered arm and walked rapidly forward. 
The whistle of the " Helen Carmody " sounded a long, 
shrill blast. The motion of the engines ceased, and the 
yacht swung to port. As it did so, the raft came 
into full view, not a thousand feet away. Eight men 
in yachting suits were standing on the roof of a low 
cabin, waving their arms and yelling like Indians. 
An answering shout went up from Seymour, Stevens 
and Colonel Mclntyre. Again the whistle sounded its 
welcome note, and the screw churned the Gulf as the 
signal was given to back water. 

" There's Papa ! " exclaimed Miss Carmody. Her 
hand tightened convulsively on Chalmers's arm, but 
she did not faint or go into hysterics. This was not 
a Carmody trait. 

" There he is — God bless him ! " she exclaimed, as 
Mr. Carmody waved his hand and shouted. " God is 
very good to us ; they are all safe ! " 

The sun broke through the haze, and evefy figure 
on the raft showed sharply in the flood of light. At 
the forward end of the craft a monkey tugged at his 
chain and jabbered in excitement. Sidney Hammond 
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and Mr. Kent were cutting away the lashings of the 
dinghy. The raft was now so near the yacht that 
Captain Baldwin gave the order to go slowly ahead, so 
as to avoid collision. ^ 

The boat-boom swung into ftlace, and the gig was 
lowered. Four sailors leaped into the boat, and with 
Iqsty strokes were speeding ta the raft. There was 
quite a sea on, and the gig had difficulty in approaching 
** The Jumping Jupiter." But in a few minutes Mr. 
Carmody, Mr. Rockwell, Mr. Haven and Mr. Morton 
were on board the dancing gig and on their way to 
the yacht. 

As the gig neared the " Helen Carmody," the crew 
and its guests Hned up along the rail and gave cheer 
after cheer. A stalwart seaman helped them to a 
firm foothold on the gangway. A moment later a big, 
sunburned man held in his arms his brave, beautiful 
daughter. 

" Oh, Papa, are you sure you are not hurt, or sick, 
or anything? " asked Miss Helen rather indefinitely, as 
she stepped back for an instant and through joyous 
tears looked into her father's rugged and happy face. 

" Do I look sick, my pet ? " laughed Mr. Carmody. 
" I never felt better in my life. We are all in splendid 
health. This seems too good to be true." 

" But it is true. Papa ; it cannot be a dream, even 
though it seems like one," said Miss Helen, her voice 
trembling with rapture. " Oh, Papa, I was afraid I 
should never see you again. I could dance for joy. 
But, Papa, dear, we must not be selfish. You must 
meet these splendid men who have worked so earnestly 
for your rescue." 

" So you do not take all the credit for the discovery 
of your old Papa. Eh, pet." 

" Not a particle of it ! " exclaimed Helen. " All I 
did was to hope and pray and trust that God would be 
good." 

"You are a brave little girl," said Mr. Carmody. 
" To whom are we indebted for this splendid service ? 
Ah, here is Mr. Chalmers ! How do you do, Mr. Chal- 
mers? Am I to thank you for this reunion with my 
dear daughter?" 

" Not at all," said Mr. Chalmers, as he shook hands 
cordially with the great capitalist. " You may thank 
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the lucky star which influences the destinies of The 
Record." 

" Mr. Chalmers is too modest to tell you the truth 
about what he has done, Papa/' said Miss Helen, 
giving the young journaHst a look which made him 
supremely happy. " He has worked day and night. 
When all looked dark he never lost hope. He thought 
of everything, planned everything, and everything nas 
happened just as he predicted." 

" You are very kind to say so," said Mr. Chalmers, 
the blood mounting to cheeks seldom flushed by emo- 
tion. " But Miss Helen gives me too much credit. 
It was my good fortune to hold a responsible position 
on a paper which believes in * doing things,* and this 
is one of them. Let me introduce you, Mr. Car- 
mody, to the gentlemen who share with me the pleas- 
ure of having been able to unravel this mystery. Mr. 
Carmody, this is Mr. Bernard Seymour. Permit me 
also to introduce Mr. John Stevens." 

Mr. Carmody greeted these gentlemen heartily, and 
was introduced to Colonel Mclntyre. Mr. Rockwell, 
Mr. Haven and Mr. Kent joined the group. In the 
democracy of joy or peril, formal introductions arc 
unnecessary. Every one talked and laughed at once. 
Mr. Rockwell so far forgot his dignity and the poKte 
conventionalities as to hit Mr. Carmody a vigorous 
blow on the shoulder— a liberty not in the least re- 
sented by that gentleman. 

It was a glorious transition from perils, fears and 
hopes long deferred. Like the clearing skies above, 
their clouds were chased away by the sunlight. It 
seemed good to live; to be again in touch with the 
great pulsating world; to feel beneath their feet the 
sturdy deck of a staunch vessel, and to clasp hands 
with their fellow creatures. In such moments nature 
breaks down the puny barriers erected by wealth, pride 
and position. These mighty magnates, who wielded 
the power of kings, became as children. They tested 
of a pleasure money cannot buy, and enjoyed them- 
selves with an abandonment delightful to witness. 

Mr. Haven proposed three cheers for Miss Helen 
Carmody. As the sturdy yell was given, there came an 
answering cheer from " The Jumping Jupiter." Cap- 
tain Baldwin ordered the sailors to dress the yacht m 
flags and bunting in honor of the occasion. 
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" What I want to know is this/' said Mr. Rockwell, 
as they watched the gig approach the raft. " What 
is the name of that island over there?" Mr. Rock- 
well waved his hand to the west. The haze was lifted 
so that the shore was clearly visible. 

" What island do you mean, Mr. Rockwell ? " asked 
Captain Baldwin. 

"The island we have been occupying for the past 
two weeks," replied Mr. Rockwell. " We tried all 
yesterday afternoon to run around it to the north, and 
when we woke up this morning, it was still to the west 
of us." 

" That is a pretty large island," said Captain Bald- 
win. "It is nothing more nor less than the North 
American continent. That is the Mexican coast over 
there. If you look sharp, you can see the cathedral 
towers in Vera Cruz to the southwest. You must 
have run past Vera Cruz in the night." 

Mr. Carmody laughed heartily. 

" So we have been on the mainland all the time, have 
we?" he said. "Well, that is pretty good. But we 
might as well have been on an island. A rabbit could 
not get to ' Morton's Bay,' unless he knew how to 
swim. Well, we had a good time, if we were kid- 
napped. Here comes Mr. Kent, Mr. Vincent, and 
Mr. Pence. Sidney seems bound to stick to 'The 
Jumping Jupiter' until the last minute. I suppose 
they are taking the gold off." Mr. Carmody explained 
the discovery of the gold idols in the old ruined tem- 
ple. Mr. Carmody formally introduced L. Sylvester 
Vincent to Bernard Seymour. They shook hands. 

" Glad to see you on board the yacht," said Mr. 
Seymour. " I did not catch the name exactly." 

" Vincent — L. Sylvester Vincent, of Chicago," Mn 
Vincent replied. 

" Oh, yes, you are the man I arrested in St. Loois 
last week." 

Seymour then explained to the astounded Vincent 
the mistake that had been made, and all joined in the 
laugh which followed. 

Mr. Carmody informed Captain Baldwin that there 
was a quantity of valuable stores on board "The 
Jumping Jupiter." The naphtha launch was lowered, 
and several sailors detailed to transfer all articles 
worth saving from the raft to the yacht. Mr. Vin- 
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cent returned to " The Jumping Jupiter " and rescued 
** Socks," who was voted a mascot of exceptional 
ability. 

When Sidney Hammond came on board the yacht 
he was given a reception which brought a blush of 
pleasure to his bronzed and handsome face. 

" The Jumping Jupiter " was abandoned to " his " 
fate. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

"How far are we from Vera Cruz, Captain 
Baldwin?" 

" About twenty-five miles, Mr. Carmody." 

" You may proceed to that harbor, at once," directed 
Mr. Carmody. 

Mr. Carmody then called a conference in the 
Social Hall of the "Helen Carmody." There were 
present Palmer J. Morton, John M. Rockwell, R. J. 
Kent, Simon Pence, Hiram Haven, Sidney Hammond 
and William Chalmers. 

" We will be in Vera Cruz in an hour," said Mr. 
Carmody, when all were seated around the center table. 
" It is now half-past nine o'clock. We will be in tele- 
graphic communication with New York by eleven 
o'clock, Vera Cruz time — ^which is one o'clock New 
York time. It is unnecessary to disguise the fact that 
our return to civilization is a matter fraught with 
much importance from a business standpoint. I am 
not speaking for myself, as I have no interests which 
have been seriously menaced by my absence, or which 
will be affected by my return. This is not true of some 
present. They have been made to suffer financial loss 
by their detention. It is but fair that they shall have 
the right to recoup some of their losses. Now, I am 
not unacquainted with newspaper men, their methods 
and ambitions. I am going to ask Mr. Chalmers to 
waive his rights as a journalist for an hour after our 
arrival in Vera Cruz, in order that we may send the 
news of our safe return to our families, and that we 
may then notify our business associates, and for- 
ward such instructions as shall protect our interests 
as investors in stocks and securities. I am aware that 
we are under many obligations to Mr. Chalmers and 
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to The New York Record, but I assure him that 
neither he nor his paper will suffer by granting this 
favor." 

Mr. Chalmers was on his feet the moment Mr. Car- 
mody ceased speaking. 

" I am only too happy to grant that request," he said. 
" Through no fault of The Record, or of its editor, 
Robert Van Home, we are implicated in this affair 
through the unaccountable acts of a man who has been 
one of our correspondents. Although this is the most 
important piece of news in recent years, and one in 
which the paper is entitled to a fair share of credit, 
I recognize that you gentlemen have interests which 
are paramount. I will send no message to The Rec- 
ord until the Stock Exchange is closed in New York. 
Our paper will take its chance with the others. After 
that hour, I shall expect the thorough co-operation of 
you gentlemen, so that we may be able to place on the 
wires the complete history of this case, with such ac- 
knowledgment of the part played by the paper as you 
choose to authorize." 

" That IS the way I like to hear a man talk, Mr. 
Chalmers," said Mr. Morton. " That is business. I 
will say to you that I will break my rule and write 
a statement which you can use if it has any value. 
Your representatives will find me ready to talk on 
any subject connected with this affair." 

The same promise was made by the other magnates. 

" Mr. Seymour and Mr. Stevens are experienced 
and discreet newspaper men," said Mr. Chalmers. " It 
takes time to write and put on the wires a story like 
this. I ask that they be allowed to begn work at once, 
and I will be responsible that not a word is telegraphed 
which can appear on the streets of New York before 
three o'clock this afternoon." 

" They shall have every opportunity," said Mr. Car- 
mody. " We will turn this room into a newspaper 
office right now. Send for Mr. Seymour and Mr. 
Stevens, and we will get to work." 
" " You can draft me as a reporter," said Sidney 
Hammond. " I can help out on some of the incidents 
on the island." 

"You see me about Hammond," said Mr. Kent. 
" He is too modest to tell you the truth about himself." 

Seymour and Jack Stevens were sent for, and they 
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proceeded to their task with the tact, rapidity and sys- 
tem of experienced newspaper men. They speedily 
obtained the framework of the story. Upon this tb^y 
built, incident by incident, the tissue and body of a 
well-rounded narrative. Mr. Chalmers became a re- 
porter for the first time in years. He suggested the 
basis of eight signed statements — L. Sylvester Vincent 
was not excepted. By the time the " Helen Carmody " 
was anchored in Vera Cruz harbor, Mr. Chalmers had 
the story well in hand. He went ashore with the res- 
cued magnates, and with them to the telegraph offices. 
Chalmers found the manager and arranged for the use 
of all available wires on and after one o'clock. Mr. 
Morton and his companions filed telegrams to relations 
and business associates and once more was in touch 
with New York. 

After a conference with Mr. Chalmers, it was 
agreed not to leave Vera Cruz until late in the evening. 
It was planned to steam direct to New Orleans, go 
from there by special train to New York. Mr. Chal- 
mers insisted that he have all the time necessary to 
prepare and forward his story. At 12 : 40, Chalmers 
filed his first news bulletin, and from that moment uotil 
ten o'clock at night a corps of telegraph operators were* 
busy clicking the greatest " beat " evw recorded in 
the history of modern journalism. 

It may be mentioned in passing that the receipt in 
New York of private telegrams from the missing 
millionaires, wa$ followed on the Exchange by enor- 
mous buying of stocks. There were no rumors to 
accpunt for the consequent rise in prices and for some 
time the market stoutly resisted the advance. Then 
quotations begatf to rise ; slowly at first, but with in- 
creasing momentum. Something had happened! 
What was it? 

The news of the Wall Street boom came over 
the telephone to the newspaper offices. Mr. Sharp, the 
acting editor of The Evening Record, was on tJhe 
alert. In a fever of excitement he awaited th^ ipx- 
pected word from Mr. Chalmers or one of bis asrist- 
ants. The rival paper, The Evening Gazette, was out 
with an extra containing a rumor that tte lost mag- 
nates had been located in South Africa. Mr. Sharp 
could stand it no longer. It was two o'clock, and the 
market was soaring, but Wall Street was as mystified 
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as ever. For a week Sharp had held in type the most 
^tartling headlines ever designed in the c^ce. He had 
been advised that the "Helen Carmody " had sailed 
from Havana and he knew her destination. It was 
the day for news from the abducted men. Sharp de- 
cided to " take a chance." The following was his first 
effort in headlines, which covered the front page, and 
crowded the title of the p^er into small type in the 
upper left hand comer: 

THE MYSTERY SOLVED 



The Evening Record Discovers the Mi^tig 
MiUioimires. 



RESCUED BY THE RECORD'S SPECIAL EXPE- 
DITION 



Exclusive Particulars. 



The brief article which followed contained no infor- 
mation not stated in the headlines, and there was tio 
date line at the head of it. Mr. Sharp was busy pre- 
paring a second and more circumstantial announce- 
ment when a telegram was received from Mr. Chal- 
mers. A few minutes later the second Record ektra 
was on the street. It read: 

Vera Cruz, Mexico, May 16. — The expedition in charfe 
of William Chalmers, managing editor of The New York 
Record, has effected the rescue of Falmer J. Morto% John 
M. Rockwell, Andrus Carmody, R. J, Kent, Simon Fence, 
Hiram Haven, Sidney Hammond and L. Sylvester Vincent 
The kidnapping of these distinguished iaanciers is the 
n^ost sensational crime in history. On the evesuag of 
May 1st, seven of these men were lured on board the 
steam yacht " Shark," owned by Walter B. Hestor, the 
famous amateur newspaper correspondent. Hestor 
planned the crime and executed it with the cunning of a 
maniac. He invited Messrs. Morton, Kent, Rockwell, 
Carmody, Haven and Pence to join him at a dinner on 
board the " Shark," at which time an important business 
matter was to be discussed. Mr. Sidney Hammond was 
invited as legal counsel for Mr. Hestor. L. Sylvester Vin- 
cent was present to discuss another business matter with 
Mr. Cartnody. Once out in the Atlantic, Hestor refused 
to return his guests to New York. He permitted them to 
send ashore the letters which were received by their rela- 
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tions, and then steamed south. He landed them on the 
coast of Mexico— on the sixth day — at a point south of 
Vera Cruz, on a spot which he stated was an island. Here 
Hestor had fitted up a bungalow on the edge of a lake, 
connected by a narrow inlet to the Gulf of Mexico. That 
night Hestor sailed away in the " Shark." 

By indefatigable effort. The New York Record traced 
this crime to Walter B. Hestor. Its detective force, under 
the charge of John Stevens, located the bungalow. 
Special credit is due to Bernard Seymour, the famous de- 
tective reporter of Chicago, who, by skill and strategy, 
which will be explained later, found the contractor who 
built the bungalow — Colonel John Mclntyre, of Havana. 
On Tuesday, May 16th, Miss Helen Carmody, the beautiful 
and accomplished daughter of Andrus Carmody, placed 
the steam yacht which bears her name at the disposal cfi 
The Record, and in company with her aunt, Mrs. Isabel 
White, sailed for Havana. William Chalmers, managing 
editor of The Record, was in charg^e of the expedition. 
At Havana, Bernard Se3rmour, John Stevens and Colonel 
Mclntyre were taken on board and the yacht proceeded 
to Vera Cruz. In the meantime, the marooned men had 
not been idle. They had constructed a seaworthy boat and 
were out in the Gulf, about thirty miles northeast of Vera 
Cruz, where they were picked up by the " Helen Carmody " 
and taken to Vera Cruz. They are in splendid health, and 
their sufferings have been mental rather than physical. 
They will leave to-night on the yacht for New Orleans, 
and from thence to New York by special train. The fol- 
lowing signed statement is forwarded by request of the 
rescued men: 

"To All Whom It May Concern:— We desire to an- 
nounce our safe return to civilization, in good health and 
spirits. We are mindful of the mercies of an all-wise 
Providence, who has watched over and brought us through 
many perils and difficulties. We take this opportunity^ to 
publicly acknowledge our thanks for the splendid services 
rendered in our behalf by The New York Record, to whose 
executive ability and foresight is due our rescue from the 
dangers of the sea, and our safe return to shore. Our 

§ratitude is especially due to William Chalmers, Bernard 
e3rmour and John Stevens. In our opinion, this forced 
detention was the act of an irresponsible individual, and 
not a conspiracy for any rational purpose. 

(Signed) 

Andrus Carmody, 
Palmer J. Morton, 
John M. Rockwell, 
Hiram Haven, 
Simon Pence, 
R. J. Kent, 
Sidney Hammond, 
L. Sylvester Vincent. 
" Vera Cruz, May 14." 
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Late that memorable Wednesday night the' staunch 
steam yacht " Helen Carmody " left the lights of Vera 
Cruz twinkling in the distance, and started on her nine 
hundred mile journey to New Orleans. All were fa- 
tigued from the excitement and toil of the day, and it 
was late on Thursday morning when they met again 
around the breakfast table in the spacious dining cabin. 
It was a merry and a contented party. There were 
fourteen around the board — ^just enough to escape the 
fatal thirteen — but Bernard Seymour, being supersti- 
tious, counted three times before he was satisfied. 
Miss Helen Carmody presided as hostess. Never did 
she look more charming. 

Simon Pence came in for much raillery about his 
gold idols and images. There were many inquiries 
about " Socks," the monkey. 

" There is no chance for you and Vincent to escape 
that freight bill now," said Mr. Kent. " Here are your 
idols on Mr. Carmody 's yacht. He can impose an extra 
char&re if he chooses." 

" No, I will be liberal," said Mr. Carmody. " When 
we get to New York we will appraise their value, and 
Mr. Pence can draw his check for one-third of it. 
Then he and Vincent can make an equitable division, 
and I will do the same." 

Mr. Vincent consented with promptness to this ar- 
rangement. Mr. Pence sighed, and said he would 
stand to his agreement. The gold appraised about 
$370,000, and Mr. Pence gave Mr. Carmody his check 
for $123,500. By general agreement this was de- 
posited to Mr. Vincent's credit, making his total share 
in excess of $227,000. He disposed of many of the 
idols as curios, and finally found himself in possession 
of a fortune of $250,000. 

The " Helen Carmody " was favored with good 
weather, and on Friday evening the low shores of 
Louisiana crept up out of the Gulf. To the east was 
a vessel which looked like a steam yacht, headed in a 
diagonal direction, as if to run across the course of 
the " Helen Carmody." 

Mr. Carmody, Miss Helen and Mr. Chalmers were 
on the forward deck. Chalmers was the first to ob- 
serve the yacht. 

"There is a problem which sailors have to solve," 
he said, **That boat is headed across our course. 
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Will she cross our bows, or will she go to the stem, 
assuming she keeps straight ahead? What do you 
say, Mr. Garmody ? " 

" She is a bit faster than this boat, I think," said 
Mr. Carmody. " In my judgment, she will pass at 
least half a mile ahead of us." 

" I do not think so," said Miss Helen. " I am 
loyal to our yacht. We will beat her. Don't you think 
so, Mr. Chalmers ? " 

" I think one of us will have to change our course," 
replied Chalmers. At this moment, Captain Baldwin 
approached, and called Chalmers aside. 

" That boat to windward is the * Shark,' " he said, in 
a low tone. Chalmers took a quick look at the steadily 
approaching craft. " She is going to cut us off," con- 
tinued Captain Baldwin. " You had better pass the 
word among the men folks, and send the ladies below. 
I don't know what the intentions of that fellow Hes- 
tor are, but he is not going to interfere with the ' Helen 
Carmody ' without a fight." 

Chalmers returned to Mr. Carmody and Miss 
Helen. 

" That yacht is the ' Shark,' " he said, quietly. " Cap- 
tain Baldwin has reco^^ized her. He does not antici- 
pate any trouble, but he suggests that Miss Carmody 
and Mrs. White go below for a while." 

" I do not wish to go below," said Miss Carmody, 
her eyes dancing with excitement. " I am not afraid. 
They cannot hurt us, can they, Papa? Let me stay 
on deck. I want to see that awful Mr. Hestor and 
his captain." 

"That will not do, Helen," said Mr. Carmody. 
" Captain Baldwin is right. You join Mrs. White and 
remain in the saloon until I call you." 

Miss Helen glanced appealingly at Mr. Chalmers, 
but received no encouragement in her meditated re- 
hellion ; so she obeyed and went to the lower deck. 

Sidney Hammond came rushing forward. 

''That is the 'Shark,'" he exclaimed. "Let ^s 
prepare for trouble. That maniac means mischief. 
Wierc are the rifles?" 

Mr. Kent, Mr. Morton and Mr. Pence were en- 
joying an afternoon nap, but they vvere quickly arpused 
atul informed of the situation. Simon Pence was in 
an agony of terror. His knees sank beneath him, and 
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he was too agitated to speak. Not so with Mr. Kent. 
His fighting blood was up in a minute. 

" I will shoot that crazy dude full of holes if he or 
his men attempt to lay hands on me ! " he exclaimed. 
He reached into his state-room and produced a repeat- 
ing rifle which he examined carefully attd calmly. 

There were twenty rifles aboard the yacht. In an- 
ticipation of possible trouble, Captain Baldwin bad 
purchased a dozQn guns aj Vera Cruz. These were 
distributed among the men and the crew. Sidney 
Hammond was put in charge of the defense — ^if one 
should be necessary. The weapons were placed within 
etty reach, and they waited the approach of the 
" Shark," which was less than a mile away. 

The faces of the men were a study. Hardly a word 
was spoken. Their faces were flushed with anger, 
rather than pale with fear. In plain sight was the 
yacht which had held them captive for weeks. They 
viewed the ** Shark " as a pirate. Not a man doubted 
that Hestor was on board, and that he meant mischief. 
How trim and sleek the " Shark " k)oked as her prow 
cut the waves of the Gulf ! Her brass work glistened 
like gold in the afternoon sun. On her forward deck 
was a glint of polished steel. Mr. Kent recognized it. 

"There is that rapid-fire gun/' he said in an un- 
dertone. 

Mr. Morton bowed but said nothing. 

Bernard Seymour examined his gun methodically. 
He ran his eye along the sights and studied the adjust- 
ment for distance. He spoke quietly to Sidney Ham- 
mond, received a nod of approval, and went forward, 
taking a position near the bow of the boat. 

Captain Baldwin whistled a signal that he would 
go to starboard. There was no answer from the 
"Shark." Again the "Helen Carmody" blew a 
warning blast. In answer, the " Shark " ran up a 
flag signal asking the " Helen Carmody " to " lay to." 
Captain Baldwin hesitated a moment. He then gave 
the word to the engineer to go ahead full speed. They 
had been running half speed, so as to avoid any chance 
of a collision. Captain Baldwin gave a blast to indicate 
that he would pass the " Shark " to leeward. The 
" Shark " slightly changed its course, and went slowly 
ahead parallel to its rival, but gradually drawing 
nearer. 



Digitized by 



Google 



314 Clever Business Sketches 

As they came abreast, the "Shark" was ,not one 
hundred and fifty yards away. Those on the " Helen 
Carmody" could see Captain Waters on the bridge. 
The crew was grouped on the forward deck. 

A tall, slender figure in yachting uniform suddenly 
appeared by the side of Captain Waters. Sidney in- 
stantly recognized Walter B. Hestor, who raised a 
megaphone. " His voice sounded sharp and clear. 

" Stand by; I wish to coipe aboard,! " he shouted. 

"Is the 'Shark' in distress?" was the reply of 
Captain Baldwin. 

" She is not ! " shouted Hestor. 

The two yachts were so close it was possible to con- 
verse without a megaphone. 

" Stand off ! " shouted Captain Baldwin. " Stand 
off! You cannot come aboard. This is a private 
yacht, bound for New Orleans. Stand off ; or I will 
run you down ! " 

" Hello, there, Mr. Rockwell ! " shouted Hestor, lift- 
ing his cap and bowing profoundly. " Did you have 
a good time ? ' How are you, Mr. Morton ? You are 
so tanned, I scarcely recognized you. How do you 
do, Mr. Kent? Hestoria seems to have agreed with 
you! Hello, Sidney! Kindly tell your friends, Sid- 
ney, that I must have the pleasure of their company 
aboard the * Shark ' at once ! They are disarranging 
my plans. Check your yacht and I will send a launch 
over after you. There is my old college chum, L. 
Sylvester Vincent! How are you, old chap! You 
look like the real thing! No nonsense about this. 
Sidney!" 

" You keep off our course ! " shouted Sidney. 
" These gentlemen do not care to see you. Go your 
way and do not molest us. You will do so at your 
peril. Captain Waters, that man is insane. You 
should put him in irons and take him to New Orleans. 
Are you the captain of a pirate ship? This is Mr. 
Carmody's yacht, with ladies aboard. We demand 
that we be allowed to proceed, and request you to do 
your duty and turn that man over to the authorities. 
He is a criminal or a lunatic." 

" I am, am I ? " shouted Hestor. He dashed the 
megaphone to the bridge and leaped to the lower deck. 
Like a flash, he jumped to the rapid-fire gun. Captain 
Waters yelled an order. It was not finished when 
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there came a spit of fire from the muzzle of the gun. 
Three of the crew dashed at Hestor. 

The same instant there was the crack of a rifle 
from the bow of the " Helen Carmody." 

A dozen bullets tore through the glass and mahog- 
any sides of the forward deck house. Sidney Ham- 
mond fell to the deck. The " Shark " swung sharply 
to the starboard, and in a few seconds was speeding 
away to the east. It all happened so quickly that with 
one exception the men on the " Helen Carmody " were 
too dazed to make a move. The wheelsman sent the 
yacht hard to port. 

Mr. Kent was the first to reach the side of Sidney 
Hammond. There was a stain of red on his shoul- 
der, and they tore and cut away the coat and shirt. 
As they did so, Sidney opened his eyes. He stared for 
a moment and jumped to his feet. 

" It is nothing ! " he said, as he took a long breath. 
" It is merely a flesh wound. The shock dazed me for 
a moment. I am all right." 

Sidney laughed, but his face was white, and the 
blood flowed freely from his right shoulder. The 
yacht steward — ^who was also a surgeon — examined 
the wound and declared it painful but not dangerous. 
He staunched the flow of blood and bandaged the 
wound. Sidney watched the fast disappearing 
" Shark '* during his operation. He set his teeth, and 
not a groan escaped from his lips. 

The dining-room was strewn with broken glass 
and splinters. Ragged holes had been torn in the 
decorations, and one shot played havoc with the china 
closet. Miss Carmody came up from below. Her 
face was pale, but she did not seem in the least 
alarmed. She proceeded to act as nurse for Sidney, 
and would not listen to his declaration that he was 
going on deck. Chalmers regretted he had not been 
shot. 

In the meantime, the " Shark '* continued on its 
eastern course, and the '* Helen Carmody " neared the 
mouth of the Mississippi. It was seven o'clock in 
the evening when they took a pilot. Sidney was 
moved to the for\yard deck, and all gathered around 
him to discuss what had happened. 

" That was about as rapid a bit of work as ever I 
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witnessed," said Mr. Kent, who had been sHghtly cut 
in the hand by a flying piece of glass. 

" Who fired the shot from our boat ? " asked Sidney, 
with a slight grimace of pain as his shoulder twinged 
where the shot had lacerated a muscle. " It was the 
last thing I heard." 

" I fired it," said Bernard Se)rmour. " And I got 
your man Hestor all right. Did you see him drop ? " 

" I did," said Mr. Morton. " His hands went up 
and he fell into the arms of two of the crew who 
were rushing forward to grab him." 

" Did any one hear the order given by Captain 
Waters ? " asked Mr. Carmody. 

*' I heard every word he said," replied Miss Helen. 

" You did ! " exclaimed her father, a frown dark- 
ening his face. " I asked you to go below, Helen, and 
supposed you would obey me." 

. " I went below, Papa, just as you told me to do," 
said Miss Helen, contritely. " But you did not tell me 
I could not look out. I opened the port hole in the 
saloon, and saw and heard everything that hapipened 
on the * Shark.' When Mr. Hestor jumped from the 
bridge and ran to the gun. Captain Waters shouted, 
' Stop him ! Hold him ! ' Then he yelled ' Starboard ! ' 
to the wheelsman, and rushed down the steps to the 
deck. But before the men could stop Hestor, he had 
commenced firing. Then he threw his hands up in 
the air and the men caught him as he fell backwards. 
I thought I could see blood on his face." 

" This probably terminates Hestor*s career as a 
pirate or a maniac," remarked Mr. Morton. " The 
government cutters will run the * Shark ' to cover in 
short order. You are quite a sharp-shooter, Mr. Sey- 
mour." 

" I had my eye on that Hotchkiss gun all the time," 
said Mr. Seymour. *'At first I thought Hestor was 
making a bluff to scare us. But when he turned loose, 
I knew it meant war. If he had remained back of 
the shield, he would have been safe, and I proposed 
to drop the man at the wheel and take a crack at the 
captain. But Hestor stuck his head out to see where 
his shots were landing, and I let him have it. I have 
shot some before. The Sioux Indians and I used 
to exchange compliments before the battle of Wounded 
Knee, and I guess my shooting eye is all right yet. 
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But I hope I did not kill him. The poor fellow is dotty. 
He is wrong in his attic. But it is discouraging to be 
bombarded, even by a man with wheels. That was 
a very swift and busy gun of his. He wouldn't have 
done a thing to us in about a minute more. Some one 
had to stop him, and I thought it was up to Papa. So 
I cut loose." 

" You need make no apologies," said Mr. Morton, 
as every one laughed at Mr. Seymour's defence. " I 
now understand what is meant by the * ubiquitous re- 
porter!'" 

At midnight the " Helen Carmody " steamed up to 
New Orleans, landed near Canal Street, and discharged 
her passengers on their native soil. They at once 
proceeded to a hotel. Mr. Chalmers so managed 
the arrival and disposition of the party as to evade 
the alert reporters, and once in the hotel no one was 
allowed to disturb them. 

A surgeon was called and made a careful exami- 
nation of Sidney's wound. He confirmed the diagnosis 
made by the yacht steward. He dressed the wound 
carefully, and advised Sidney to remain quiet for 
several days. It was late before Mr. Chalmers and 
his assistants had forwarded to The Record an ac- 
count of this incident. 

Mr. Bernard Se3miour arose bright and early the 
following morning, and after a stroll around the Lee 
Circle, returned to the hotel and enjoyed a hearty 
breakfast. He purchased the morning papers, and 
selecting a comfortable chair on the veranda pro- 
ceeded to combine the luxury of a cigar with a 
perusal of the journals in which his name figured so 
conspicuously. He was studying a three-column por- 
trait labeled " Mr. Bernard Se)miour, the Famous 
Newspaper Detective," when some one tapped him 
on the shoulder. 

" Haou are ye. Mister Seymour ! I swan, Fm 
mighty glad ter see ye ! Haou de ye dew. Haou de ye 
dew!" 

" Hello, Captain Parker ! The pleasure is all mine ! 
How are you. Captain? How is the good ship, the 
'Sam Walker'?" 

" Finer'n silk," said Captain Parker, as they shook 
hands cordially. " Well, I swan, but ye'r er great 
man ; ain't ye ? Your picter is in all ther papers. Well, 
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well, well ! I swan, ye never can tell, can ye ? Who'd a 
thunk it ! So ye are a detective-reporter ! Well, well, 
well! I never would a thunk it; I never would a 
thunk it ! And ye write f er ther papers ! Don't it beat 
thunder hoau a man can get fooled. Had a man work- 
ing fer me onct fer two years before I found out he 
could play a Jew's harp. Fact ! Un he could play like 
blazes, tew. Well, well! Will ye have er drink? " 

" Sure," said Mr. Bernard Seymour, as they strolled 
in the direction of the cafe. " But I'm on the water 
wagon ; and on it to stay. I have cut out all foaming 
and exhilarating beverages. What will you have. 
Captain? This is on me. Give me a long, thin glass 
of apoUinaris. Your good health, Captain Parker, and 
many a successful voyage for the ' Sam Walker.' " 

The Captain insisted on purchasing the cigars and 
they returned to the veranda. The good sailor seemed 
to have something on his mind. Once or twice he 
cleared his throat as if to make some important an- 
nouncement. Finally he took a long pull at his cigar 
and said: 

" Mister Seymour, seeing as how ye air a newspaper 
man — though I never would a thunk it — dew ye sup- 
pose ye could get my name in the papers about this 'ere 
matter? I don't care a blamed thing about it myself, 
but my old woman is just plum crazy ter see my name 
in the papers. Darned if I don't believe she would be 
willin' ter have ther * Sam Walker ' wrecked if it 
would get my name in ther newspapers. Fact ! Dew 
ye suppose ye could fix it? " 

" Sure, sure thing," said Mr. Bernard Seymour. 
" It's already in The New York Record. I sent more 
than a thousand words about you and the * Sam 
Walker ' from Vera Cruz. I also sent a description 
of you, and they will pro^)ably have your picture. 
AH the papers will copy it. You had better get me 
a photograph of yourself for use in a more consecutive 
story I am now writing." 

The delight of Captain Parker was beyond expres- 
sion. He nearly fractured Seymour's hand in his joy- 
ous clasp. 

" The old woman will be tickled plum ter death ! " he 
exclaimed. " I have been sailin' thirty years an' noth- 
in' has happened worth printin' until now. Haou 
much is a thousand words? A column! Great Scott! 
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Have another cigar. Have a box of em. This is 
the greatest thing that ever happened ter the Parker 
family." 

Mr. Chalmers was asleep when a bell boy aroused 
him and presented a card. He rubbed his eyes sleepily 
and rebuked the boy in no equivocal language. 

" Tell him to come up at once," said Mr. Chalmers. 

Captain Waters knocked at the door and entered 
the room. He bowed to Mr. Chalmers and stood by 
the door, refusing to take a seat. 

" The ' Shark ' is anchored out in the river," said 
Captain Waters, without any preliminary remarks. 
" Mr. Hestor is in a hospital. He is in a bad way. He 
is shot and crazy. I want to tell you how this hap- 
pened. I worked for his father before him. He saved 
my life and I would die for him or his son. I have 
known Walter since he was a boy. Lately he has 
been acting queer. He told me those men were polit- 
ical prisoners. I am used to obeying orders and hav- 
ing them obeyed. It was only yesterday that I learned 
the truth. On Thursday he sent a boat ashore at 
Mobile and came back with a lot of newspapers. He 
left one where I found it. Then I knew the facts. 
Hestor had told me we were going back to the place 
where we left these men. Of course, I know now 
what he was after. He intended to meet you and 
stop you. Just as I was about to take matters in my 
own hands, we sighted your boat. I thought I would 
humor him. I intended to come to New Orleans and 
give him up, and stand trial if I have done wrong. He 
jumped from the bridge, as you saw. One of your 
men shot him in the head, and he is likely to die. He 
has not been right since we left New York. I tell you 
this so you will know the truth. I am going to give 
myself up to the authorities." 

Before Chalmers could say a word, Captain Waters 
opened the door and went away. 

It was as Captain Waters said. Hestor was in a 
hospital. A bullet had plowed its way along the left 
side of his head, barely missing the temple. The skull 
was slightly fractured, and there had been a hemor- 
rhage from the brain. When conscious, the patient 
was wildly delirious. Chalmers left instructions that 
everything should be done for his comfort. The hos- 
pital physicians gave little hope. Chalmers secured the 
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best medical talent in New Orleans. And wired the 
facts to a famous New York specialist. He then re- 
joined his companions at the hotel. 

The afternoon papers contained accounts of the 
trigedy, and related the story of the surrender of 
Captain Waters. Before leaving for New York, a 
conference was held in Sidney Hammond's room. It 
was the consensus of opinion that Captain Waters had 
acted in good faith, and that he was not deserving of 
punishment. Sidney agreed to obtain bail for him and 
for the other officers of the " Shark." On Monday bail 
was fixed at $10,000 for Captain Waters, and at $5,000 
each for the arrested officers. Mr. Hammond furnished 
the necessary securities and was accepted as bondsman. 
For a time Captain Waters refused to accept bail. He 
preferred to stand punishment. Sidney argued with 
him for a long time. He explained that it might be 
months before a trial would be held. Captain Waters 
finally consented to accept bail. He went to a hotel 
near the jail, and reported regularly* three times a day 
at police headquarters. No argument could convince 
him that this was not the right thing to do. 

Colonel John Mclntyre was the sole passenger on 
the " Helen Carmody " when she steamed past the 
forts and out into the ,Gulf of Mexico. In his big 
leather pocketbook was a check bearing the signature 
of Andrus Carmody. The amount Was entirely satis- 
factory to Colonel Mclntyre. 

The homecoming of the marooned millionaires was 
an event never to be forgotten by those who partici- 
pated in or witnessed it. It began at New Orleans. 
A special train from New York, containing hundreds 
of relatives and friends dashed into the Crescent City 
early the following morning. Those who have fol- 
lowed the events portrayed in these pages can imag- 
ine the joy of the greeting between the lost 
ones and those they loved. Great crowds surrounded 
the hotel, and would not be satisfied until the 
principals appeared on the balcony. The Mayor made 
a speech and introduced each man in turn. Sidney 
Hammond received an ovation as he stepped forward ; 
one sleeve of his coat hung vacant at his side. Mor 
was the greeting to Bernard Seymour less cordial. 
There were repeated calls for Miss Carmody, and 
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when that young lady appeared on the arm 6f her 
father, the demonstration reached its climax. 

In a remote part of the city, white-robed nurses 
hovered over a man whose staring eyes showed no 
gleam of sanity*. His head was in bandages and he 
muttered incoherent phrases as he tossed in a fever 
of delirium. 

Among those who greeted the returned castaways 
at New Orleans was Robert Van Home, editor of 
The Record, who arrived in New York in time to take 
the special train south. Mr. Van Home did not re- 
turn to New York with the happy throng. He brought 
with him three of the most famous specialists in the 
country, and soon stood at the bedside of Walter B. 
Hestor. Mr. Van Home alone knew the recent his- 
tory of the man who now hovered between life and 
death. He gave the physicians the essential facts in 
the case. 

A year or more before, Hestor had been injured in 
China. While conducting an expedition into the inr- 
terior of that country, his party had been embusca^^d, 
and in the melee which iFollowed, Hestor wa3 Jcnocked 
senseless by a blow on the forehead, delivered with 
great force by some blunt instrument. The attacking 
Tartars were driven off. The immediate effects of the 
blow were sHght, but several months later Hestor 
had a severe attack of acute traumatic meningitis, 
from which he apparently fully recovered, after a long 
illness. Later he complained to Mr. Van Home that 
his head troubled him. He explained some strange 
symptoms and was much worried. Acting on Mr. Van 
Home's advice, Hestor consulted a specialist in brain 
diseases. He was informed that in all probability a 
clot of blood from a ruptured blood vessel had formed, 
and was pressing against the brain • tissue. Hestor 
agreed to submit to an operation, but postponed it, 
and went on another cruise. He suffered no further 
attack, and the incident was forgotten by Mr. Van 
Home. It was vividly recalled when Chahners wired 
his suspicions. 

An examination at the hospital disclosed the fact 
that the Seymour bullet had plowed its course past the 
point where Hestor had sustained the blow some 
fourteen months before. Without going into details 
of surgery, it is sufficient to say that the gun-shot 
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wound exposed and partially relieved the blood clot; 
the' existence of which had been suspected. It was 
successfully removed. For a month Hestor hovered 
on the border line, and then slowly moved away from 
the danger point. Sidney Hammond and Mr. Van 
Home alternated in remaining in New Orleans until 
he was on the road to recovery. 

Hestor had no recollection of events subsequent to 
the Chinese expedition. In his deliriimi, he imagined 
himself at the head of his men in that faraway Ce- 
lestial Empire. When he awoke from this fantasy, 
clothed in his right mind, he recognized Sidney Ham- 
mond, and greeted him with a pleased but mystified 
smile. 

" How came you here, dear old fellow?" he asked 
as he reached out a wasted hand. " What are you 
doing in China? What is the matter with me? Ah, 
I remember now ! That pig-tail beggar hit me on the 
head. But where did you come from, Sidney?" 

Sidney made a non-committal answer and warned 
Hestor that he must not talk or disturb himself in any 
way until he regained his strength. During the period 
of convalescence Hestor's curiosity was too great to 
be denied, and Sidney evolved a wonderful fabrication, 
which gave a rational explanation of how Hestor hap- 
pened to be in New Orleans, rather than in some city 
of the flower kingdom. It was apparent Hestor did 
not believe or understand this statement; but, like all 
invalids, he was compelled to accept with the best pos- 
sible grace what was offered him. 

The physicians in charge of the case prepared a 
statement in which it was set forth that Mr. Hestor 
had been suffering from a clearly-defined attack of 
amnesia, preceded by a period of mild dementia. It 
possessed many remarkable features, but was by no 
means unprecedented. 

" As a matter of cold truth," said Dr. Brown, the 
famous pathologist, in a conversation with Sidney 
Hammond, " there is no such thing as precedent in the 
science of mental phenomena. Every case is sui gen- 
eris; or, practically so. We know that certain causes 
will produce an effect on that wonderful tissue we 
call the brain. But when we attempt to forecast this 
effect, or to account for it, we are as helpless as a neo- 
phyte. We have been able, after centuries of study, 
to analyze the functions of the mechanical part of 
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the brain'; the seat of the organs of volition and sensa- 
tion; but we know little more of the secrets of the 
convolutions of the cerebrum than we do of the flora 
of the planets. These convolutions are the mysterious 
agency of the intellect, reasoning and instinct ; of mem- 
ory, sentiment, love, religion, hope, fear, and the 
myriads of emotions which make each human being an 
individual in the true sense of the word We can 
no more comprehend such a structure than we can 
grasp the infinite. Had your friend Hestor been in- 
jured in another spot, his dementia would have taken 
another form. The lesion produced a condition which 
set in motion a train of ideas. His actions were com- 
plicated by his environment, by suggestions, by habits, 
by events, by his physical condition, by his instinctive 
ambitions, and by a thousand other factors, all acting 
on tissues and convolutions which are not alike in any 
two human beings ever born on this earth. Quot hom- 
ines, tot sentententicB. His amnesia may be but tempo- 
rary or it may be permanent. By this I mean that at 
some future time the events of the past twelve months 
may come back to him, or they may remain a blank. 
These delicate plates, which form the negatives for 
mental photographic impressions, may have been de- 
stroyed, or they may be blurred by a film which good 
health will remove." 

" Do you believe his recovery a permanent one, 
doctor?" asked Sidney, anxiously. 

" Quien sabe?" replied Dr. Brown. "There is 
no reason why it should not be a permanent one. The 
cause is removed, and Hestor is now apparently in full 
possession of his faculties. He is a strong, healthy 
man, and there is no taint of insanity in his family. 
The truth must be kept from him until he has entirely 
regained his physical strength. He should take a long 
ocean cruise, in company with some one in whom he 
has complete confidence. That means you." 

When these facts were explained to Mr. Morton 
and his associates, they were unanimous in a decision 
to take no legal steps against Mr. Hestor, or against 
Captain Waters. They were satisfied to await Hes- 
tor's complete recovery, and were confident that he 
would make honorable amends when acquainted with 
the facts. 

One^ afternoon, Sidney informed Hestor that the 
physicians had advised an ocean cruise, and that he 
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would be permitted to go on board the " Shark " in 
about two weeks. Hestor urged that he should go to 
New York and attend, to certain business affairs. This 
was not listened to, and it was finally arranged that 
Hestor give Mr. Hammond power of attorney to look 
after such matters as required attention. Mr. Van 
Home took Sidney's place while the latter was in New 
York. 

All of Mr. Hestor's property was in interest-bearing 
securities, and these required little or no attention. Mr. 
Chalmers had not made public his suspicions con- 
cerning Hestor's Wall Street operations, neither had 
any statement been made by Mr. Morton or others. 
Sidney found a record of the various transactions in a 
safety deposit vault. He then called on Street & 
Rogers and presented his credentials. Their books 
showed that Walter B. Hestor had a credit of $32,000,- 
000. He had originally purchased 700,000 shares of 
stock, and had issued instructions which had been 
strictly carried out. The money was due from various 
banks, trust companies, commission and brokerage 
houses. Street & Rogers had decided not to force 
payments, fearing to disturb the money market. Mr. 
Hammond endorsed this course and instructed them 
to gradually convert the credits into interest-bearing 
securities. 

Thus it happened, one fine September afternoon, 
that the steam yacht " Shark " sailed down the river 
from New Orleans, destined for the waters of the 
South Pacific. On board were Walter B. Hestor, 
Sidney Hammond, L. Sylvester Vincent and Bernard 
Seymour. Mr. Vincent and Mr. Seymour were pres- 
ent at Mr. Hammond's invitation, and Hestor was 
delighted with his new acquaintances. Vincent had 
a wonderful venture on hand which demanded his 
presence in Southern waters, and Mr. Seymour pro- 
posed to gather the materials for a book, which, he 
asserted, " would make them all sit up nights." And 
on the deck of the " Shark," with Captain Waters 
once more in command, this narrative will leave them. 

The later events in the lives of these characters must 
be relegated to some future chapters. It may be said 
in closing that the doors of the Carmody mansion 
were not closed to Mr. William Chalmers, managing 
editor of The New York Record. 
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